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ADVERTISEMENT. 

The following chapters, now collected into a 
volume, appeared originaUy in a periodical 
publication. They were written in different 
places, at sundry times, and under various 
circumstances; which will account for their 
want of connexion and desultory style, and 
perhaps gain for them the indulgence of which 
they stand so much in need. 

It is hardly necessary to add that all the 
incidents and anecdotes introduced are literally 
trae ; — ^narrated simply as they occurred, with- 
out any attempt to impart an interest by ex- 
aggerated colouring or description. 
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CHAPTER I. 

RBFLBCTIONS IN A CHURCH-TARD — ^AN IRISH CABIN. 

That bright star in the Christian world — Wil- 
berforce — the burning and shining light of his 
day and generation, in speaking of the exercises 
of the Sabbath, recommends that of number- 
ing up, and calling to mind on that sacred day, 
the various blessings and privileges which we 
enjoy. This delightful occupation, — this re- 
trospect of the boundless mercies and benefits 
of our heavenly Father, is indeed calculated to 
produce that thankful and elevated frame of 
mind best suited to the day set apart to the 
service of a God of love. 
Were such reflections more generally in- 
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dulged,— were the sweet and fUial feelings re- 
suiting from them more sedulously cultivated^ 
how infinitely more gladdening and delightful 
would be the service of the sanctuary ! Much 
of the lifelessness and formality which^ alas ! 
we find so often stealing over us would be at an 
end, — ^we should then indeed " go our way 
into his gates with thanksgiving, and enter into 
his courts with praise," and from the inmost 
recesses of every grateful heart would breathe 
a silent hymn of adoration and love, rising 
upwards like a cloud of sweet incense, to the 
Lord of the Sabbath. 

Among the countless multitudes of which 
the world is composed, there is so great a 
variety, that the sources of gratitude must, of 
course, differ widely. In that vast family of 
human beings, every heart knoweth its own 
bitterness, and a stranger intermeddleth not 
with its joys ; and there are mercies and com- 
forts peculiar to each individual case, for which 
he or she alone can ^^ render thanks, and praise 
the Lord." 

But there is one grand subject for endless 
and unbounded gratitude, in which all can 
unite and sympathize, — in which every crea- 
ture that draws human breath is deeply inte- 
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rested; and that is> the blessing of Revelation. 
Oh ! can we ever be sufficiently thankful for 
this inestimable treasure^ this glorious lamp 
unto our feet and light unto our paths^ in 
treading the tangled and intricate ways of a 
dark world, — this day-star from on high, which 
can shed its bright beams over the awful regions 
beyond the grave, and irradiate even the gloomy 
valley of the shadow of death, from which un- 
assisted nature shrinks with a cold shudder of 
terror and dismay. 

Who can cast a retrospective glance on the 
dark ages of the world, and view the heathen 
philosopher grappling with mighty truths, too 
high for the brightest human intellect to attain 
to, — ^who can follow the sages of old in their 
laborious researches, and watch their fruitless 
endeavors to grope their way by the faint 
glimmer of reason, and not lift up his heart in 
thankfulness to God for the glorious lamp 
which has been placed in his hands, — revealing 
the past, cheering and gladdening the present, 
and flinging a bright and enlivening ray deep 
down the shadowy gulph of futurity. 

This surpassing subject of praise never forces 
itself so irresistibly on my mind, or produces a 
gush of more deep and heart-felt thanksgivings 

B 2 



4 SABBATH MUSINGS. 

than when treading the narrow path that leads 
through the church-yard to our house of prayer. 
Around in every direction are scattered the 
abodes of the dead, — the grassy hillocks where 

' Tlie rade fore&thers of the hamlet sleep,* 

some decorated by tall head-stones whereon are 
recorded the names and ages of those to whose 
memory they were erected, — others without any 
thing save a slight elevation of surface to dis- 
tinguish them &om the rest of the sod, — and 
others again where the only tribute of affection 
poverty could afford to the departed, is a simple 
wooden cross, now fast crumbling into decay 
like the mouldering remains beneath. Among 
these lowly graves are the square stone slabs 
that mark the tombs of the better class, and 
here and there the entrances into vaults, through 
which the wealthy are carried into their last 
resting place. * 

* What a scene would this be,' I exclaimed, 
a few sabbaths since as I paused on the narrow 
path, before mentioned, to contemplate ** the 
house appointed for all living," — * what a scene 
would this be, were we not able to raise our 
eyes to the mansions beyond the grave ! Truly 
it is here that Revelation sheds its brightest 
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beams,— gUding the gloom and dreariness of 
the church-yard, and kindling with an ardent 
and heavenly flame the torch of hope, just 
ready to faint and utterly expire before the 
clhilling damps of the sepulchre. Were it not 
for these glorious hopes, how painful would be 
the contemplation of these silent tombs, — how 
jarring and discordant the contrast they present 
to every thing around ! ' 

There was indeed a contrast, — ^for all without 
was redolent of life and gladness. The balmy 
air of spring came loaded with the fragrance of 
the early violet and primrose, and the fresh and 
pecuUar scent of the thousand buds and green 
leaves, just bursting into being from their dark 
enclosures. The sun shone brightly, darting 
its beams far across the green fields, towards 
the glittering waves of the distant river, and 
bringing out in bold and beautiful relief the 
gray ruins of the old castle of Carrig o'Gnnniel, 
from its back-ground of blue hills. 

It was one of those sweet April days when 
the sudden shower descends softly in the midst 
of the sunshine, and is over in an instant, like 
the passing grief of childhood where the smile 
succeeds even while the tear ^ forgot as soon as 
shed' is still glistening on the cheek. The air 
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was miisical with the song of a thousand larks^ 
—those unseen choristers ^ose aerial warblings 
seem to belong not to this nether world ; and 
myriads of little birds, impelled by a sudden 
burst of jojousnessy would aU at once escape 
from the ivy with which the church tower is 
covered, and circling rapidly as if in very wan- 
tonness of delight round the steeple, plunge 
again into their leafy hiding places. 

Scarcely less glad or happy were the groups 
of smiling children scattered around in all di- 
rections. Their buoyant spirits, checked by 
the restraint of a long service and the Sunday 
school, now broke forth with renewed glee, as 
they tripped along with light steps and merry 
faces. I saw them congregate together in one 
corner of the church-yard, and on looking to- 
wards it to discover the object of attraction, 
perceived it was an open grave that had been 
prepared for the reception of some one who had 
just closed his earthly pilgrimage. It was with 
a strange and melancholy interest that I 
watched these happy little creatures, gambolling 
thus unconsciously on the edge of that awfol 
receptacle, the last narrow bed, — and peeping 
down into it with looks of earnest and childish 
curiosity. 
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I thought, as I gazed on their eager busy 
countenances, sparkling with health and anima- 
tion, that so it had been once with the silent 
inmates of those lowly graves. The current of 
life had once bounded as joyously through their 
veins ; their feet had trod, many a time and 
oft, the gravelled path on which I was standing, 
as with a light and elastic step they obeyed the 
voice of the bell that summoned them to the 
house of God. Where were they now ? In 
the tomb, — ^in that dark and lonely abode where 
those blooming children, — where 1 myself must 
in a few short years, or months, or perhaps 
weeks, be laid beside them. 

Oh, how intolerable would such reflections 
be, were it not for the bright truths of revela- 
tion ! How would the breeze, as it waved the 
long grass of the church-yard, seem to moan a 
wailing requiem over the departed! How 
would the daisy, that springs up from the sod 
that covers them, seem to bloom in cruel 
mockery there! But no, even from those 
mouldering remains there comes a glorious voice 
— " I know that my Redeemer Uveth, and that 
he shall stand at the latter day upon the earth ; 
and though, after my skin, worms destroy this 
body, yet in my flesh I shall see God." Blessed 
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Bible! thy glad tidings alone can rob tbe 
grave of its terrors — they alone can dry the 
mourner's tear. Lake the angel messenger, 
clothed in snow-white garments, they stand be- 
side the tomb, and, pointing upwards, exclaim, 
" Why weepest thou ? — he is not here, for he 
IS risen! 

Of all the points of view in which the bless- 
ings of Revelation can be regarded, there is 
surely not one where its imspeakable value is 
more deeply felt than in connexion with the 
dead in Christ. Can we for a moment compare 
ourselves with the " wise and prudent" of for- 
mer times and other lands, from whom those 
things were hidden, which are revealed even to 
the babes of this enlightened age and country, 
and not feel a thrill of joy and thankfulness at 
the thought of our superior privileges. There 
is a well-known quotation from an old Arabic 
M.S., which has often brought this contrast 
strongly before my mind : 

** I came to the place of my birth and cried, 
The friends of my childhood, where are they? 
— and an echo answered, Where are they ? ** 

I know not why, but to me there is some- 
thing peculiarly touching, peculiarly expressive 
of dreary, hopeless, pagan darkness in these few 
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simple words. Fancy brings before me in dis- 
tinct and vivid colours that heathen mourner. 
I see him returning, after long absence, to his 
early home; it is deserted — the friends that 
embellished it are gone ! One by one, the 
companions of his pilgrimage have vanished 
away, their vacant place knows them no more ! 
Desolate and alone, I see liim stand amid the 
scenes of his departed happiness : he recals the 
beloved ones lost to him for ever ! Those forms 
so full of life and beauty — those spirits so bright, 
so buoyant, rise before him in all the vigour 
and freshness of existence. No wonder that he 
shrinks from the desolating thought, that they 
are indeed gone ; and for ever ! No wonder 
that from his yearning soul, impelled by fierce 
desire to penetrate the awfiil mystery of the 
grave, is wrung that desolating cry, ' Where 
axe they ? ' Alas ! all is silence ; across the 
dreary desert there comes no soothing voice to 
whisper words of comfort to the bereaved one 
sitting in darkness and in the shadow of death 
— to bid him ** sorrow not, even as others 
which have no hope ! " In vain he asks ; his 
own despairing question is returned back upon 
his aching breast — an echo answers, * Where 
are they ? ' 
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Happy Christian! yes, happy even in the 
hour of bitterest anguish. The eye that beamed 
upon you with love and tenderness too deep 
for utterance may be closed; the fond heart, 
that beat in such warm response to your every 
joy and sorrow, may be still; and mute the 
voice which was once the dearest music to your 
listening ear : and yet, even while nature still 
hovers over the narrow grave that hides all this 
from your weeping eyes, faith points towards 
the way, the door, through which the glorified 
spirit has passed, to those mansions, where all 
tears are for ever wiped away. — Revelation lifts 
the veil : " Behold 1 shew you a mystery ; we 
shall not all sleep, but we shall be changed, in 
a moment, in the twinkling of an eye, at the 
last trump : for the trumpet shall sound, and 
the dead shall be raised incorruptible, and we 
shall be changed. For this corruptible must put 
on incorruption, and this mortal must put on 
immortality." 

If we tin from the dead to the Hving. and 
again follow the perplexed and bewildered hea- 
then in his researches here, we shall find fresh 
cause for adoration and thankfulness for the 
superior light of the Christian. He indeed, is 
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the true philosopher ; he holds in his hand the 
mighty master-key to those mysteries, in the 
attempt to unravel which, sage and student 
have waxed pale over the midnight lamp. To 
one ignorant of a future state of existence, or 
unawares of the provisions of the covenant of 
grace,' how utterly inexplicable must be the 
inequality of ranks, and the poverty and misery 
that prevail in the world. Even with the 
degree of knowledge which we can gain from 
our Bibles, of the " mind of the Lord," the 
results of this unequal dispensation of his gifts 
sometimes perplex the Christian beHever. How 
unaccountable, then, must it have been to the 
heathen ! 

Perhaps in no country does this reflection 
occur oftener to the mind, than in visiting the 
dwellings of the poor in Ireland. Here poverty 
and privation are universal; the degree of 
food and comforts that are considered as compe- 
tence by an Irish peasant, and with which he is 
amply satisfied, would in England be regarded 
as a state of hardship, if not absolute starvation. 
In the summer season, when potatoes are 
scarce, a labouring man, even one fortunate 
enough to have constant employment, can often 
allow himself only one meal of them in the day. 
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On this scanty pittance he toils under the burn- 
ing sun, from morning till night; and so far 
from repining, or considering himself badly off, 
thankfully enjoys his well-earned repast, and 
returns to his spade, envied by his less success- 
ful neighbour, who can get no work. 

Want of employment is the complaint that 
echoes through the land. It is melancholy to 
see strong, active, healthy men, willing and 
anxious to earn their bread, forced to sit idle 
and dejected in the midst of their hungry fami- 
Ues for lack of work. It would be almost amu- 
sing, were it not sad, to witness the various 
little expedients and manoeuvres set in motion 
by the ingenuity of Irish invention, to procure 
labour, and the devices resorted to in order to 
supplant each other in obtaining this eagerly 
coveted boon. 

A country gentleman of any influence can 
scarcely put his head out of his window, with- 
out being accosted by one of these anxious 
aspirants after employment. There he stands 
with his hat in his hand, watching in an atti- 
tude of suspense for the first glance of his 
* honour's * eye ; when, approaching with that 
droll, courtier-like expression of coaxing obse- 
quiousness, which a poor Irishman asking a 
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favour knows so well how to throw into his 
countenance and manner, he begins with — 

* I come to your honour, thinking maybe I'd 
just get the least bit of writing from you. Tm 

told there's work to be had in (mentioning 

some place, perhaps ten miles off,) and sure if 
your honour, long life to you ! would only give 
me a small bit of a note, or a character, or 
recommendation, I have every chance of being 
employed. l*d be for ever obliged to you. Sir, 
if you'd only just do that turn for me. There's 
people applying for it, far and near ; and if I 
get the work now, I'm a made man ! Sure 
did'nt my father, and his father before him, 

work for the family in ould times ? and ' 

Here generally follows a list of claims very 
ingeniously and earnestly put forward ; and if 
the candidate for employment succeed in obtain- 
ing the desired * bit of a note,' it is forthwith 
deposited in the safest corner of his many- 
coloured habilaments, and he marches off, forti- 
fied against the claims of his rivals by the 
precious document. 

This anxiety for work cannot be wondered 
at, when we consider the overflowing popula- 
tion, and the ruinous consequences of even a 
short interval of idleness, where a large family 
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are looking for support to the exertions of its 
head.i 

Some time since we visited the cottage of a 
poor Protestant weaver in, comparatively 
speaking, pretty comfortable circumstances. 
He had six children, one of whom, a fine rosy- 
cheeked little fellow, of about ten years old, 
was one of the steadiest and best boys in the 
Sunday school. Little Tom was a great favou- 
rite with his teachers, and generally obtained 
a prize at every examination, for his attention 
and knowledge of scripture. The latter indeed 
was wonderful in so young a child : he seldom 
had fewer than between fifteen and twenty well- 
leamed texts to repeat every Sunday, in proof 
of the event or doctrine given out on the pre- 
ceding Sabbath. 

A few rude steps conducted to the house, 
which lay below the level of the road. On 
descending them we found ourselves in the 
single room which served for all the purposes of 
the family, kitchen, dormitory, &c. One half 
of it was taken up by a large, melancholy- 

^ The numbers of unemployed persons in Ireland, and the scar- 
city of manufactures, cause labour to be very cheap. A cotton 
&ctory has been recently established in Limerick, in which some 
of the juvenile workers are paid at the rate of three-pence per 
week! 



AN IRISH CABIN. 15 

looking, empty loom, which added to the gene- 
ral dreariness of the place. The weather was 
cold, but there were only a few miserable 
embers faintly smoking in the wide open chim- 
ney: over them was seated the eldest girl, 
holding in her lap an infant of about a fortnight 
old ; and little Tom and the other children were 
crowded round her, watching their new sister 
with admiring curiosity. 

Poor S., the father of the family, was sitting, 
pale and dejected, beside his empty loom. He 
rose respectfully as we entered, and apoligdzed 
for the forlorn appearance of the house. 

* I have no work, as you see, ladies ; and 
that is the reason of my being so far behind- 
hand. I can get nothing to do this month 
past.' 

Little Tom came forward to attract notice. 
We had not seen him for some time, for he had 
been confined with a fever which prevented his 
attending school : indeed it was only some weeks 
subsequent to the visit I am describing that he 
was allowed to go out of doors, in order to 
receive, at the school-house, his well-earned 
premium of a Bible. It was, by the way, the 
first prize in the class, and so large that the 
little fellow could hardly carry it home. 
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* Tom is a good boj/ said his father, his face 
brightening with parental pride and affection : 
— ' from Monday morning till Saturday night 
he is always busy, learning his proofs every 
spare moment he has. Indeed, at night, if any 
one is up late, or a noise disturbs him, he'll 
wake up out of his sleep, repeating chapter and 
verse, just as if he was in the school/ 

* And the baby, how is it getting on ? ' 

' 'Tis a fine healthy little creature, God bless 
it, and very quiet : — ^if I had the work 't is n't 
this way 'twould be,' added he, pointing to 
the thin ragged covering which actually did not 
suffice to conceal from view the little white 
rounded limbs of the poor infant. 

While we were speaking, the mother, pale 
from her recent illness, entered the cottage, 
carrying a basket of potatoes, which she laid 
down on the floor. 

* They are the last,' said poor S., looking 
mournfully at them, while his eyes filled with 
tears, * the very last basketful we have. God 
knows what will become of my poor children 
when they are gone ! ' 

Work was procured for the poor weaver, and 
shortly after, we left the country. Upwards 
of two months elapsed before we again visited 
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his cottage* It was pleasant^ as we approached 
it^ to hear the sound of the loom, and to see the 
shuttle flying busily backwards and forwards 
between his hands. The poor man's face 
brightened, as our shadows fell on the floor, and 
he rose with cheerful alacrity to welcome us. 
His children, as usual, were about him, and he 
showed us the little articles of dress he had 
bought for them with his earnings, and told of 
the debts he had paid, &c. 

And what was the cause of this contrast since 
our last visit ? The mighty sum of about six- 
teen shillings, the produce of his toil since then ! 

We missed our favourite, little Tom, and 
inquired where he was. * He is there,' said his 
sister, pointing to a comer where was a bed ; 
and there indeed, peeping above the blanket^ 
appeared the blushing and smiling face of little 
Tom, as round, and rosy, and good-humoured 
as ever. He certainly did not look like an 
invaKd. 

* Why is he in bed ? ' we exclaimed. 

* To-morrow is Sunday,' said the girl, * and 
his shirt is washing.' 

* And has he but one shirt ? ' 

* Sure isn't it well for him to have that same ? ' 
said the father. 
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But I am wandering from my point, which 
was to prove the value and blessings of revela- 
tion under every circumstance of life. Whether 
poverty or bereavement, privation or sorrow, 
meet us in our walk through this chequered 
scene, we have its glorious hopes to support us. 
We can dry our tears, and quell our unbelieving 
doubts, by the cheering reflection that "the 
time is short," that soon it shall be with those 
that weep as though they wept not, — with 
those that rejoice as though they rejoiced not ; 
for " the fashion of this world passeth away." 

He who knew all hearts, — ^who being in all 
points tempted like as we are, can therefore be 
touched with the feeling of our infirmities, — 
sweetly did He exclaim, " Blessed are the eyes 
which see the things that ye see : for I tell vou 
that many prophets and kings have desired to 
see those things which ye see, and have not 
seen them ; and to hear those things which ye 
hear, and have not heard them." 



CHAPTER II. 



THB MINISTRT OF ANGELS. —HAPPY DXATH8 OF TWO CHILDREN. 

Who can say that religion cramps the intellect, 
checks the human mind in its lofty aspirings, 
or brings down imagination from those Jal 
heights, where it loves to soar in all the power 
and beauty of genius ? And yet what a com- 
mon mistake is this ! How many labour under 
itr-^ow long did I so myself I Because the 
path was narrow and strait, and the wayfarers 
therein enjoined to be simple, lowly, and child- 
like ; because the Bible was a book for the 
cottage fire-side, and that to the poor and the 
ignorant the gospel was preached, how did I 
imagine that mental refinement was incompa- 
tible with reUgion, and that the bright torch 
of intellect must be utterly quenched upon its 
altars. 

c 2 
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Widely diflferent indeed is the case. How 
glorious is the pure and heavenly flame with 
which that torch hums, hallowed and purified 
by the light which is not of this dim world, 
even that light which shined in darkness. And 
imagination, that beautiful but, oh ! how dan- 
gerous quality, when left to itself, — what a vast 
field does religion open for its lofty soarings ! 
Alexander wished for new worlds, in his pant- 
ings after conquest : intellectual ambition, 
though difiering in its object, is kindred in 
spirit to that which animated him ; and reve- 
lation offers to the mentally ambitious a world 
as far above that which has before engrossed 
them, as the blaze of the noon-day sun sur- 
passes in lustre the spark of the glow-worm. 
No, never is the human mind so largely exer- 
cised, so widened and dilated to the utmost 
stretch of its powers, as when, passing the nar- 
row bounds of time and sense, it invokes the 
Holy Spirit of God, and commences its research 
into the things of eternity. 

These reflections are suggested by what has 
lately been the theme of several of my Sabbath 
musings ; and a deep and mysterious theme it 
is, viz. the agency of angelic beings. While 
staying at Paris, about a month since, the sub- 
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ject was brought before a Protestant congrega- 
tion by a clergyman of the Church of England, 
in a series of sermons ; the text Heb. i. 14, 
" Are they not all ministering spirits, sent 
forth to minister to them who shall be heirs of 
salvation?" 

Had these discourses been delivered from the 
pulpits of Notre Dame or St. Roch, the strange, 
wild, metaphysical, and, as far as I could ven- 
ture to judge, totally unscriptural views they 
contained, might have been accounted for. The 
several offices of our great High Priest and the 
Holy Spirit, were distinctly ascribed to the 
angelic beings; ** to minister " was interpreted 
** to meditate." 

But I mean not to censure or to criticize ; to 
complain that those who sought that house of 
prayer, instead of bread received a stone ; or 
that the hungering and thirsting after spiritual 
food were sent empty away. On the contrary, 
I never returned from a place of worship with 
more deUghtful feeHngs, never reflected with 
such a thrill of heart-felt gratitude, that those 
things were not as the preacher had represented 
them ; that an angel was not the Rock on which 
our hopes are founded, not the day's-man between 
poor guilty fallen man and his offended Maker. 
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We have no sympathy with the angels, com- 
paratively speaMng. They did not take upon 
them our weak nature, burdened with sufferings 
and infirmities ; their visage was not so marred 
more than any man, nor their form more than 
the sons of men ; they were not wounded for 
our transgressions, or bruised for our iniquities. 
The iniquity of us all, the chastisement of our 
peace was not laid upon them ; by their stripes, 
their agony and bloody sweat, we were not 
healed. It was not one of them whom it pleased 
the Lord to bruise, to put to grief, to make his 
soul an offering for sin : not one of them who 
has borne our griefs and carried our sorrows ; 
or made for us men, and for our salvation — ^for 
us who despised and rejected him, who hid, 
and, alas, alas ! do still hide, as it were our 
faces from him — the bitter acquaintanceship 
with grief, death, and the grave. 

No, it was not an angel that did and suffered 
all this ; with these bright beings, sorrowing 
man knows no such sympathy. No human 
tears flowed down their cheeks at sight of help- 
less mortals in their hour of anguish and be- 
reavement ; no human head was ever pillowed 
on their breasts, in all the endearing confidence 
of friendship. Blessed be God ! our Jesus, our 
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Redeemer, took not on him the nature of 
angels, but was a partaker of flesh and blood, 
made in all things like unto us his brethren. 

Oh, truth fraught with strong and unutterable 
consolation ! Jesus the Son of God, Jesus who 
ever liveth to make intercession for us, can be 
touched with the feeling of our infirmities. He 
was in all points tempted like as we are ; the 
sorrows of childhood, the toils of riper years,— 
hunger, thirst, weariness, poverty, anguish of 
mind and body, shame, the cross and the sepuU 
chre — ^he has tasted all. This is why in all our 
affliction he was afflicted, and the angel of his 
presence saved us. In his love and in his pity 
he redeemed us, and carried us all the days of 
old. No wonder we should shrink from aught 
that would substitute an angelic being in the 
place of such a Saviour as this ; no wonder that 
we should turn to him who has deigned to call 
himself our Friend and our Brother, with an 
humble trustful confidence, such as none be- 
sides, in earth or heaven, can inspire. 

But we must beware of going into the con- 
trary extreme, and disregarding altogether the 
agency of " ministering spirits." There are 
unseen wonders about our path and about our 
bed, invisible to our bodily eyes, which, if we 
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could realize, would be of immense practical 
benefit. Idle speculations on the deep and 
mysterious things of God, are a mere waste of 
time and intellect ; they draw ofi" our attention 
from really useful objects, and, to use the quaint 
but forcible words of an old writer, keep us 
* puzzling our heads when we should be search- 
ing our hearts.' But meditation on the influ- 
ence of angels, cannot be termed an idle specu- 
lation. Were we to accustom ourselves to 
realize their presence, to remember that we are 
surrounded by hosts of bright spotless beings ; 
could our eyes be opened, as were the eyes of 
Balaam, and we saw " the angel of the Lord 
standing in the way," how careful would it 
make us in our daily walk through life, — 
how would it animate and enliven us in the 
praises and thanksgivings we offer at the throne 
of grace, to bear in mind that angels and arch- 
angels, and aU the company of heaven, are 
joining with their harps and voices in that glad 
song ! 

In the awful hour of death — that hour, the 
penalty of sin, which even the firm believer in 
Christ cannot contemplate without some natural 
dread, we are allowed to expect the ministering 
of angels. Scripture informs us that when the 
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be^ar died^ his soul was carried by the angels 
into Abraham's bosom, and daily experience 
confirms the truth of this their office to the 
departing spirit. * I am convinced,' said Mr. 

H 1, a devoted minister of the gospel, in a 

conversation with some Christian friends, not 
many days since, * I am convinced that the bed 
of every dying believer is surrounded by angelic 
beings, waiting to conduct the happy spirit to 
the presence of its God.' This is the precious 
testimony of one whose vocation and circum- 
stances have brought him into daily and hourly 
contact with the bed of death. 

Numerous instances rise into my mind while 
I am writing, to prove and confirm this delight- 
fiil truth. One is of a child, the only hope 
of his parents, who it pleased the Lord should 
taste of death, while yet the cup of life was 
full to the brim and sparkling. His mother 
sat beside him watching the last faint ebbings 
of expiring nature, when suddenly the dying 
boy gathered up his remaining energies, his 
eyes beamed with delight and animation, and 
he exclaimed, with a strong glad voice, * Oh ! 
who — who are those beautiful men and boys 
that are come to take me away ? ' 

There is nothing so cheering and valuable as 
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such expressions from the dying lips of children. 
Persons of riper years may deceive themselves 
and others. Constitutional causes, — a nervous 
temperament, for instance, combined with an 
imaginative and enthusiastic disposition, may 
produce a false excitement at the hour of death. 
All that has been read and heard and witnessed 
of the experience of others in a similar situa- 
tion, may, perhaps, recur then, and acting on 
the weakened frame and heated fancy of one 
ardently straining after the same rapturous emo- 
tions, may cause a degree of spurious exulta-^ 
tion. 

But the unprejudiced, and, (humanly speak- 
ing,) innocent mind of a child is free &om all 
such previous and received impressions. Upon 
that * virgin page ' no by-gone memories are 
traced ; no mingled feelings and associations 
rise to change its sweet simplicity, to force or 
to restrain its natural and genuine impulses. 
We feel that we can safely trust in the reality 
of those heavenly glimpses which it pleases their 
heavenly Father to grant his dying lambs, for 
their own support in that awful hour, and the 
unspeakable consolation of their sorrowing 
friends. 

A few short months ago, that consolation 
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was merci&lly vouchsafed to one near and dear 
to myself: one whose earthly path has been 
watered with her tears; who when she has 
gained her everlasting home, will be of those 
** which came out of great tribulation, and 
have washed their robes, and made them white 
in the blood of the Lamb." The bitter tears 
of early widowhood were scarcely dry, when 
it seemed good to him who chastens those he 
loves, to deprive her in the same sad week of 
two lovely children. 

The last, his mother's daxUng, I had almost 
said her idol, but that her best affections were 
given long since to her divine Redeemer, was 
the living image of his father: that father, 
whose remains were mouldering in the grave 
when he was bom into this weeping world to 
cheer his mother's widowed heart. Dear little 
Henry ! how have I seen his sweet eyes dance 
and sparkle, when they caught a glimpse of 
that slender, interesting form ; how have I seen 
him weave around it his little arms, and hide 
his laughing cherub-face in those melancholy 
weeds ! Many an ardent prayer rose from the 
mother's heart that swelled beneath them, that 
God would make her child his own. And so 
he did. The prayer was answered, and she 
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blessed him for it, even in the pangs and 
agonies of her bereavement. 

Bright was the ray of comfort that flashed 
from the lips of that precious boy as he lay in 
his mother's arms, expiring. ^ Mamma/ he 
said, turning his ijing eyes upon her, ^ Mamma, 
I am going to such a beautiful place ! ' 

Oh that men would praise the Lord for 
his goodness ! that goodness which tempers 
with mercy his severest dispensations. How 
like was this to the " light " which closes that 
most touching and heart-rending picture drawn 
by Pollok of her who * walks among the tombs 
at noon of night, in miserable garb of widow- 
hood.* 

* A light firom fiir illumes her fiice — a light 
That comes beyond the moon, beyond the sun — 
The light of troth divine, the glorious hope 
Of resurrection at the promised morn, 
And meetings then which ne^er shall part again.^ 

These are blessed anticipations, — ^it is sad to 
be obliged to leave them. It is sad to have to 
turn from the bright cherubim and seraphim to 
evil and malicious beings, — from the white- 
robed Gabriel to our arch and deadly foe, he 
who as a roaring lion is going to and fro in the 
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earthy and walking up and down in it^ seeking 
whom he may devour. 

And yet this is a contemplation^ perhaps even 
more salutary than the other. It is well to have 
our minds penetrated with the idea that, in our 
conflict as soldiers and servants of Christ, we 
wrestle not merely against flesh and blood, but 
against principalities, against powers, against 
the rulers of the darkness of this world, against 
spiritual wickedness in high places. 

Were this idea present oftener than it is, 
how careftdly should we guard the avenues of 
our hearts ! Were we to regard the vain, and 
rebellious, and unhallowed thoughts that enter 
there as the baleful whisperings of a malignant 
and deceitful spirit, who, in his untiring, and 
implacable, and restless enmity to our soul's 
welfare, spreads these, apparently,, gossamer 
snares, to lure them to destruction ; could we 
picture to ourselves the fiendish triumph with 
which Satan exults over the poor deluded vic- 
tims he has blinded, how earnestly we would 
watch and pray lest we enter into temptation ; 
how unceasingly we would look up to Him, 
who " in that he hath suffered being tempted, 
is able to succour them that are tempted." 

No one that watches closely the workings of 
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his own mind^ for but one day, can be ignorant 
of the wily devices of Satan. The poor, simple 
peasant, who told his minister he was afiraid to 
repeat his prayers aloud, lest the devil should 
overhear him, seems to have been better aware 
of the nature of the dark " principalities and 
powers," than many a more educated Christian. 
Who is it that has not felt while on his knees, a 
sudden coldness steal over his heart, that per- 
haps a moment before was raised warmly and 
prayerfiilly toward the throne of grace ? Who 
has not, at such times, been often startled by a 
flash of thought, some old long-forgotten me- 
mory, perhaps, summoned from the silent cell 
where it had lain buried, and brought to harass 
his mind and disturb his devotions, by him who 



trembles when he sees 



The weakest saint upon his knees.* 

Oh ! let us beware how we give way to these 
seemingly trifling temptations; they are but 
the beginnings of sorrows. The downward 
path is a slippery one, and we are apt to be 
too secure. 

Never can I forget the impression made on 
me by a fearful tale of one *sold under sin,* a 
wretched slave of Satan, who, doubtless, once 
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promised fair for tliis world and the next. 
Never before, was I so aware of the sort of com- 
munion (if I may use the expression) which evil 
spirits maintain with those who give themselves 
up to do their work; how they haunt their 
miserable victims with ceaseless terrors, sur- 
round their dying couches, and give them, at 
that despairing hour, a foretaste of the dreadful 
hell to which they are about to drag them ! 

It was an awful picture, that woman's death 
bed scene ! but I must not anticipate. 



CHAPTER III. 



BVIL SPIRITS. — A SINNBR^S DEATH-BED. 

E— • was bom in an English village: bar 
parents were poor but respectable, and with 
them her early years were spent without re- 
proach. This however was merely incidental, 
— so to speak, — for it appears from her accoimt 
of herself, that she was at that time totally 
destitute of principle, either moral or religious. 
Such persons, alas! fall an easy prey to the 
wdles of Satan, for the human heart is a fertile 
soU that cannot long lie fallow : if the good 
seed and its blessed fruits be not there, the 
enemy will sow his tares. 

In an evil hour E listened to the voice 

of the tempter, and made her first step in that 
path whose end is destruction. Could any one 
have then told her what that end would be — 
could she have had a glimpse into the dark 
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fiiture, and seen the horrors that were to mark 
her career, — doubtless she would have shrunk 
in dismay from the prospect. The passionate 
exclamation of Hazael, is the language of many 
a heart new in the ways of sin, " Is thy servant 
a dog, that he should do this great thing ? " 

A woman and a mother, — ^how agonizing 
must have been the struggle with which she 
stretched forth her hand against her new-bom 
babe ! Oh ! if the sight of human agony glad- 
den the friends in hell, how must they gloat 
over such a spectacle as this! The mighty 
voice of nature sounding strong amid the 
whisperings of guilt and shame — the yearnings 
and strivings of maternal love, as with a despe- 
rate effort the frenzied wretch beats back the 
frdl deep tide of tenderness that must well up 
in every mother's breast, and then, with pangs 
that rend her inmost soul, crushes the helpless 
thing she longs, yet dreads to cherish. This is 
a sight to make an angel weep. The picture of 
a fellow-creature endued perhaps with feelings 
and affections, warm as our own, reduced to 
such a dire extremity as this, is too dreadful to 
dwell upon. 

The Rubicon was passed, and shortly after 
disappeared from her native village. 
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Years rolled on ; its quiet inhabitants had for- 
gotten the little laughing maiden who used to 
peep in at them through the cottage window, 
her face as bright and blooming as the roses 
that clustered round it ; her parents were dead 
and gone, and many changes had taken place, 
when suddenly a stranger appeared in the village. 
This stranger was a woman of an aspect 
singularly repulsive. Her meagre, shrivelled 
form, was bowed and bent together, and upon 
her face, which seemed furrowed with evil 
passions rather than time, there scowled an 
expression the most malignant. Her features 
were in perpetual motion, sometimes kindled 
with anger, at others distorted with ghastly 
fear, while she muttered incessantly to herself, 
or rather to something invisible with which she 
seemed to hold converse. She spoke to no one, 
and indeed received no encouragement to do so : 
for all were as anxious to shun her, as she was 
to keep aloof from them. The children of the 
village ran to hide themselves when she appeared, 
and the charitable, while they administered 
occasionally to her wants, shrank instinctively 
from the strange, fearful looking being, upon 
whom no kindness seemed to make any im- 
pression. 
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Oh sin ! how deeply-dyed, how indelible are 
thy traces ! who would have recognized in this 
blighted, witch-Uke thing, whom some mark as 
deadly as the curse of Cain seemed to have cut 
off and severed from her fellow-beings, the once 

gay and thoughtless E ? And yet it 

was she. 

It was at the house of the clergyman of the 

parish, Mr. H , that this wretched woman 

received her daily dole, and from a member of 
his family I learned the particulars respecting 
her here related. She ate little, and would 
often leave wholly untasted the food placed for 

her use. One day Mrs. H. , whose delicate 

health precluded her sharing as much as she 
wished in her husband's duties, took out with 
her own hands the basin of gruel that had been 

prepared for E . She was sitting at the 

foot of the steps, crouched down as usual, her 
yellow skinny lips moving rapidly in angry 
mutterings. 

' Here, my poor woman,' said the clergy- 
man's wife in a soothing tone, ^ I have brought 
you something very nice ; do try and take it ; 
you have eaten nothing these two days.* 

The woman looked up, glanced fearfully 
round, and over her shoulder ; then fixing her 

D 2 
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hollow eyes on Mrs. H. , she said in a 

hissing whisper, * May be they won't let me eat 
any thing now, neither — they watch every bit I 
put into my mouth ; aye, so they do. They never 
let me rest, morning, noon, or night, though 
they know I'll be theirs altogether before long, 
body and soid,' she added with a shudder. 

^ Who do you mean,' asked the lady, * and 
why should you be afraid of any one ? Do you 
not know that God tak^s care of all who put 
their trust in him? ' 

* God ! ' exclaimed the woman with a fierce 
and angry scrowl — * Hark ye, lady,' and she 
drew closer and lowered her voice, * 'tis the 
devil, 'tis Satan takes care of me ; and well he 
may, after being his servant, and doing his 
work, and selling myself body and soul to him, 
as I have done, these forty years ; well he may 
claim me, and take care of me now.' 

^ Oh ! do not say so, unhappy woman,' ex- 
claimed Mrs. H , greatly agitated, * what- 
ever you have done, there is pardon, there is 
indeed pardon for the worst of sinners — the 
blood of Christ ' 

^ Don't talk to me of pardon, don't talk to 
me of a Saviour ! ' she fiercely interrupted, 
' What is his blood to me ? Do you think. 
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lady/ she added, while a bitter smile gleamed 
across her haggard features, * do you think I 
was not once as young and tender hearted as 
you are now ? do you think I had no father, or 
mother, or minister to instruct me as well as 
yourself, that " while we were yet sinners, 
Christ died for us," / can quote the Bible too, 
ha! — Do you think I sinned without warning, 
and despised and disobeyed, and hated God and 
man without knowing what would be the end 
of it all ? No, no, I knew it well, and I har- 
dened my heart, so I did, until now it is like 
this stone I'm sitting on. Do you think 'twill 
soften after forty years ? or that Satan is such 
a fool as to be cheated out of his prize now, 
and loosen his grip until he has got it safe into 
hell? Look here, 'tis begun already. I tell 
you there's a burning, and a gnawing, and a 
torment here, that never ceases. My bed and 
my path are beset with wicked spirits ; I see 
them and I hear them wherever I move ; day or 
night, it is all alike, — they watch me, and they 
mock me, and they glare upon me, until I am 
afraid to look up. Have not I served them 
these forty years, and done their deeds of dark- 
ness ? Did not I strive against the Spirit of 
God, and listen to them, while they put their 
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foul things into my heart, and goaded me on 
till ' 

The wretched woman was proceeding in this 
strain, her countenance and manner giving 
frightful effect to the words she uttered, when 
the clergyman appeared. He saw at a glance 
what was going on, and hurrying his wife, who 
was pale as death and trembling from head to 
foot, into the house,^ closed the door. 

' Let me intreat of you,' he said, when Mrs. 
H. had a little recovered her composure, * never 
to hold any communication with that unhappy 
creature. Stronger nerves than yours might 
well be shaken with what sometimes falls from 
her lips.' 

' You have spoken to her then V 

' That I have, almost daily since she came 
to the village, and many an anxious and prayer- 
ful hour she has cost me. Her's is one of the 
most fearful cases I have ever met with ; I was 
going to say hopeless, but there is no restricting 
the mercy of God, even at the eleventh hour. 
There is evidently some dreadful load of undis- 
covered guilt upon her soul, at which she hints 
darkly, but shews not the slightest symptom of 
repentance. Oh?' added he, with a heavy 
sigh, * if people could but see witlj their own 
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eyes the end of the wicked, our warnings and 
exhortations would not be slighted as they so 
often are! This miserable creature,— what an 
awful reverse does she exhibit of the truth 
*' that the end of righteousness is peace ! " ' 

A room had been taken for E in a poor 

cottage, the owners of which were tempted by 
the pecuniary reward to admit one against 
whose balefiil presence every house in the vil- 
lage shut its doors. At night they were con- 
stantly disturbed by her restless pacings about 
her chamber, and had often to rise and unlock 
the street door to let her out, as she declared 
the house was too hot for her to stay in, and 
that she should be suffocated in her room. Mr. 

H proposed to her to have a companion, 

thinking that being so much alone aggravated 
the horrors of her mind ; but she said she had 
company enough, more than she wished. 

* At night they come worse than in the day,' 
she added ; * they put me in remembrance of 
every thing I have done ; and keep whispering 
about my ears until I am afraid to look up, for 
fpar of seeing blood on the floor, or the dead 
bodies — though I always buried them myself. 
There's blood on my hands still, and every thing 
I eat tastes and smells of it.' 
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One evening the girl at whose cottage E 

lodged was shewn into the clergyman's study. 
She was out of breath with haste and agitation, 
and looked the picture of terror and dismay. 
Leaning her back against the wall for support, 
she said in a scarcely articulate voice, 

* Oh, Sir, E is dying — and such a dread- 
ful scene as is going on in our house ! I have 
run up here to see whether you can do any- 
thing for her, for she vnH listen to nobody. 
She says her hour is come, and that her niaster 
the devil is come to carry her to hell. Oh, Sir, 
it is dreadful to hear her shrieks, and to see her 
eyes glaring out of her head, and her teeth 
chattering, and the perspiration running down 
her ghastly face that is quivering all over. She 
cries out that she can't die, and that she won't 
die, and shrieks aloud to the people to stand 
close round the bed and keep them off that are 
waiting to take her away. Oh, the agony and 
despair that's on her face ! and then she says, 
she could never endure to burn, for ever and 
ever, and hides her head under the clothes, and 
her whole frame is shook so that the bed quakes 
and trembles under her. Indeed, Sir, her lan- 
guage is so dreadful, so blasphemous, 'tis enough 
to raise the very roof off the house. Nobody 
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can stay near her ; they have all left the place 
one by one, and even old Susan the sick nurse, 
who has attended all the death-beds in the 
parish these thirty years, says she can stand it 
no longer. Do, Sir, come down and see what 
can be done.' 

When Mr. H^— • reached the cottage, he 
found it deserted ; the terrified villagers had 
fled from the dread&l scene, and left the dying 
woman to all the horrors of her situation. The 
night spent by the clergyman under such awful 
circumstances may be imagined. No offer of 
pardon, no ray of hope could reach the wretch- 
ed sinner before him; all was agony and 
remorse for the past, dread and despair for the 
future. In her frenzied ravings she disclosed 
some of the dark crimes of which her life had 
been a tissue, and among many other things it 
appeared that her trade had been that of mur- 
der, the cool, systematic, pre-concerted mur- 
der — persevered in year after year, of hundreds 
of helpless infants, doomed to destruction by 
the same feelings of guilt and shame in others, 
that had at first steeled her own breast against 
her little one. 

And this is no fiction. True it is an extreme, 
and God in his mercy grant, an unfrequent 
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instance of that " fellowship with devils '* against 
which St. Paul warns his Corinthian converts. 
But is it not an awful lesson to all, yea even to 
him who " thinketh he standeth," to watch 
against the insidious whisperings of our mahg- 
nant foe — to " resist the devil." Does it not 
prompt us to follow the example of the pious 
Wilberforce, whose constant prayer, whether 
he was about to launch into the active labours 
of the day, or resign himself to the repose and 
quiet of the silent hours of night, was still the 
same, " Gruard us from our great spiritual 
enemy — succour us in every season of tempta- 
tion." Above all, ought it not to stir us up 
more diligently to put on the whole armour of 
Grod, that we may be able to stand against the 
wiles of the devil — to cling more and more 
closely to him that loved us, through whom we 
shall be more than conquerors over all our 
enemies, temporal and spiritual. 



CHAPTER IV. 



THX SABBATH IN THB COUNTRY. —A PLBASANT RBNCONTRE AT 

A GERMAN TABLE D^HOTB. 

There is on a Sabbath-day, especially in the 
country, a hush and a stillness peculiarly 
soothing and solemnizing to the mind. Here 
as I stand at the open window, enjoying the 
balmy fragrance of one of those mornings of 
early spring, which so often, in the varying 
climate of our * green isle,' bring a sweet fore- 
taste of the yet distant summer, — this quiet 
calm is strongly perceptible. 

Yesterday what a Babel of busy sounds rose 
to this spot ! The axe re-echoing from yonder 
copse, — the loud clear voices of the workmen, 
and their cheerful laugh, — the rumbhng of the 
carts along the road, — the spade resounding on 
the * stubborn clod,' — the song of the peasant 
girl, as she came from the well, tripping lightly 
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over the stile with her well poised water-pail 
on her head ; all this mingled with the more 
distant sound of the watch- dog's bark, — the 
merry voices of children at play, — the shrill 
crowing of cocks answering each other, from 
cottage to farm-yard, and the deep, hoarse, 
musical cawing of the rooks among their tufted 
nests in the neighbouring rookery. 

Now, although the inanimate features of the 
scene are the same, a change seems to have 
passed over all. The old castle, beautiful in 
ruins, wears the same time-worn tints upon its 
crumbling walls ; — the ivy hangs as gracefully, 
contrasting its deep dark green with the delicate 
gray, — the light of heaven comes in through 
the broken window-frames with the same pic- 
turesque effect ; — all is as it was yesterday, as 
it has been since first that graceful ruin became 
a hallowed object of my childish admiration. 
The mountains too are clothed with the same 
intense and lovely blue, and upon those hills of 
Clare the sun-light comes and goes as it did 
yesterday. The river, broad and shining, flows 
along, — the swift succeeding shadows glide 
across the sunny fields, — the glorious heavens 
are as rich in all their beautiful variety of 
colouring, masses of changeful gray and clear 
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bright azure spots fringed with clouds, pure and 
transparent as a snow-flake. 

And yet there is a change — Oh yes ! there is 
to-day a calm, the deep and holy calm of sub- 
bath rest. It is as though a spirit had passed 
over this fair scene, and, breathing on it, whis- 
pered, "Peace be still." No busy feet are 
passing to and fro, intent on week-day cares, — 
the sounds of toil have ceased : ' labour's task 
is o'er.' The voice of the ploughman is silent, 
and the horse unyoked ranges the field 

' Free, the furrowed task is done ! ' 

But there are sounds, soothing and sweet, 
that come to fill the pause, and harmonize well 
with the tranquil solemnity of the sacred day ; 
the lark is warbling at heaven's gate, and a 
flood of song, scarce heard amid the din of noisy 
life, is rising from many a tuneful throat. 



^ A loud Hosanuah sent from all thy works. 



»» 



The bee comes humming by, moving from 
flower to flower with its tiny buzzing voice, at 
once so soothing and so summer-like, so busy 
and yet so full of repose ; now the soft cooing 
of the pigeons is heard from the house-top, and 
the rushing sound of their wings, as with one 
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consent they soar away, wheel once and again 
, round the church steeple, and then return to 
their murmuring colloquy on the slates. And, 
hark ! there is the bell ! now swelling on the 
ear— now dying away, more and more faint 
across the fields, as the breeze wafts its glad- 
some tones, and bears the joyful summons far 
and near. This is indeed a Sabbath sound ; its 
clear and sonorous peal touches a chord that 
vibrates in the heart of the worshipper of Christ : 
"I will meet them in my house of prayer," saith 
he. How sweet on his own day should be the 
call that bids them to that meeting ! 

Speaking of sounds, there is one, not peculiar 
to the Sabbath, but which, to me at least, has 
then something especially solemn and impres- 
sive. It is when a gentle rush of wind, taking 
its rise out of some neighbouring grove, comes 
gradually swelling on, louder and louder, with 
a deep, booming, majestic tone ; until, sweep- 
ing musically by, it dies away, and all is silent 
as before. It may be fancy, but to my mind 
there is something inexpressibly touching and 
solemn in this : there is a warning in its voice- 
less eloquence that awes while it soothes : it is 
as though the Omnipotent had spoken. I never 
hear, amid the stillness of a Sabbath mom, that 
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low soft music stealing upwards from the trees 
with its gentle swell, gathering in sound as it 
advances, that from my soul I do not breathe an 
ardent aspiration after it. The Lord the Spirit 
seems abroad : at least his presence is recalled 
by this his fitting emblem, the rushing mighty 
wind — the wind that bloweth where it listeth, 
whereof we hear the sound, but cannot tell 
whence it cometh and whither it goeth. 

Oh, that as the unseen breeze springs up, and 
stirs the motionless branches, that blessed Spirit 
may act upon our slumbering hearts ! may ani- 
mate them with its life-imparting influence — 
may say unto the dry bones, " Live ! *' 

This is a beautiful world still, — ^yes, cursed, 
and fallen, and sin-stained as it is. Though 
* earth be punished for her tenant's sake,' there 
is in her starry skies and shining rivers, her 
purple mountains and bright sunny slopes, a 
glory and a beauty dimmed indeed, yet bearing 
traces of the youthful loveliness in which she 
shone before her great Creator, when he sur- 
veyed the work of his Almighty hand, and 
styled it " very good." 

It is indeed a glorious ruin ! and there are 
sights and sounds so beautiful, that it would 
rend the heart to dwell on them, did we not 
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know the wreck is not a total one. Purchased 
— redeemed ! what a delightful thought ! Oh, 
Jesus, how does the costly ranson thou hast 
paid with thine own precious blood, add tenfold 
beauty to earth's loveliest scenes! Viewed 
through another medium, how dreary and how 
sad the idea that they were doomed — accursed : 
but thou hast borne that curse, reversed that 
doom, and, emerging from the horrors of the 
grave, brought life and immortaUty to light. 

Religion is a prism that brightens and trans- 
forms aU that is seen through it, be the pros- 
pect an earthly or a heavenly one. How it 
endears the old, beloved, and well known ob- 
jects on which my eyes now rest, to think that 
one so great — the chief among ten thousand, 
the alU^ether lovely, could give his tears, his 
blood, for such a world and its inhabitants. 

Were it not so, the sun that gilds it thus^ 
making it bright and fair, teeming with sum- 
mer-finits and summer-flowers, would only add 
fresh bitterness to the thought that Adam's 
curse lay on it unrepealed. Without the Sa- 
viour, how dreadful were the background of 
the picture — ^hopeless irremediable ruin, death ! 
Even he himself, though he came to redeem, 
could not brook such a prospect : all the divine 
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)mpassiaii of liis nature was aroused^ and, at 
ght of the goodly buildings of Jerusalem and 
s rebellious sons, burst forth in that most 
cquisit^ly tender and pathetic lamentation, 
O Jerusalem, Jerusalem, — ^how often would 
have gathered thy children together, even as 
hen gatheteth her chickens under her wings, 
id ye would not ! " 

.A day like this, With its balmy air, and alter- 
ite shadow and susSiidiine, remindsme of a very 
easant one> in more advanced sunmier, spent 
. » distant land. We were staying at Langen 
:hwalbachj in the duchy of Nassau, one of 
te quietest of the German bathing-places, 
K»iise chiefly frequented by invalids. There 
ere 'several English families in the place ; and 
dergyman, who had come there to take the 
iters, had obtained the use of the little Lu- 
eran church, where, notwithstanding his deli- 
te health, he performed divine service for his 
untrymen. 

Divine it certainly appeared, in the fullest 
use of the wcnrd, the first Sunday we attended 
at Schwalbach ; and most gladdening were 
e gospel sounds that fell from the lips of Mr. 
^— — , who combined in his preaching the 
(lished eloquence of the scholar with the fer- 

£ 
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vent piety of the minister of Christ. It was 
the first season the English service had been 
performed at Schwalbach, and those who have 
been abroad can enter into the delightful feel- 
ings with which we availed ourselves of such a 
privilege. 

Here, however, I must pause to observe that 
a temporary privation of the outward and visi- 
ble means of grace, such as occurs in travelling, 
is not altogether so injurious as might be 
imagined, or as I anticipated. An exercise of 
fsdth is thereby promoted in the watchful 
Christian, tremblingly alive to his soul's wel£ure. 
We are perhaps too apt to rest in ordinances : 
we look too much to the means and not enough 
to the end ; and are content to quaff at the 
streams when we might, as we are invited, 
drink deeply firom the fountain-head of living 
waters. 

Accustomed, perhaps, to the teaching of 
some beloved and venerated pastor, we cling 
vdth an over-weening tenacity to the sounds 
that fall firom his lips, and are prone to dwell 
too regretfully on the loss of his endeared min- 
istrations. Thus we exalt the servant to the 
place of the Master ; we lean upon an arm of 
flesh, when we should be sitting, like &Iary, at 
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the feet of Jesus. But when these privileges, 
so highly and so deservedly prized, are su«h 
pended for a time, we are constrained to look 
more singly to a direct communication of grace 
through the word of God. The Rev. Henry Venn 
gives it as his opinion that a diligent study of 
the Holy Scriptures vnth prayer, is one of the 
most efficient means of grace ; and, in the ab- 
sence of others, this is resorted to with increased 
earnestness. 

Faith too is exercised. Shortly before the 
period I am now recalling, how many anxious 
doubts and fears did unbelief conjure up to 
harass and distress my mind while assisting at 
divine service for the last time on English 
ground ! It was at Canterbury cathedral, and 
by a touching coincidence that could not fail of 
appealing forcibly to the feehngs of persons on 
the eve of a long journey into foreign lands, the 
choir gave the thirty-fourth Psalm, 

Through all the changing scenes of life, 
In trouble and in joy, &c. 

Not the peahng tones of the organ, as they 
reverberated through the lofty aisles of that 
splendid pile, or the swell of voices uniting in 
those cheering words, could dispel my unbe- 

£ 2 
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lieTing forebodings. Faith would have pointed 
to the precious promises, the truth of whicb 
was afterwards so fully experienced. " The 
Lord, he it is that doth go before thee ; he will 
be with thee, he will not fail thee, neither forsake 
thee; fear not, neither be dismayed." " Be 
stroi^, and of a good courage; for the Lord thy 
God is with thee whithersoever thou goest." 

But to return to Schwalbach. 

In process of time the period of Mr. W 's 

departure drew nigh. There was no clergyman 
besides himself among the English visitors, and 
the last Sunday we all assembled together 
while he officiated in the Lutheran church, I 
could not help looking round upon the little 
congregation with a very i^d feeling. We had 
met with so much pleasure, and, I trust, profit ! 
and now those few sheep were to be left with- 
out a shepherd ; that little harvest-field in the 
German valley would have no labourer to strew 
the gospel seed ; we should hear the Lord's song 
in a strange land no more. 

Mr. W called on the Friday after ; and 

on our return from a walk, we found his fare- 
well card. The pencilled P. P. C. in the comer 
looked melancholy enough; still something 
whiskered that his loss would be replaced, and 
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lliat, late in the week though it was, the Lord, 
who giveth daily bread, would provide. As we 
walked to the hotel where we dined, a case in 
point occurred to me }'— a bathing place on the 
western coast of Ireland washed by the Atlantic, 
named Kilkee, where a temporary house of 
worship had been roofed in for the use of the 
summer visitors. 

* But how will you find a clergyman to offi- 
ciate in that remote place every Sunday ? your 
doors will be closed half the time for want of 
one.* 

This was the objection made to the indivi- 
dual, who, in simple faith in the Divine assist- 
ance had planned and carried on the under- 
taking. It is now nearly five years since the 
atccents of prayer and praise first rose from that 
little sea-washed chapel, and never once has 
the Lord allowed its altar to want a ministering 
servant. 

Every one who has been at the German 
baths, or who has read that most clever and 
graphic account of them in the ^ Bubbles from 
the Brunnens of Nassau,' is aware that none of 
the visitors dine at their own abodes. At the 
primitive and constitutional hour of one, the 
bells of the several great hotels ring their smov- 
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moQs, and at the sound the inhabitants of the 
' village of lodging-houses' issue forth and take 
their places at the long table-d*hdte, to the 
number sometimes of between two and three 
hundred in the same dining saloon. 

On the Friday in question, we had seated 
ourselves at our accustomed end of one of the 
long tables. Below us, at a little distance, were 
a group of Russians, who generally dined at the 
same hotel ; and immediately next our party, 
the chairs were turned down and the forks 
placed upright in the roll on the dinner napkin, 
in that peculiar way which at a German table- 
d'hdte denotes that the places have been 
engaged. 

We were left for some time in suspense as to 
who our neighbours were to be, as the first 
course was nearly over when they made their 
appearance, advancing up the room. There 
were three ladies and two gentlemen ; and the 
first glance at the party shewed they were Eng- 
lish. One of the ladies, a delicate looking per- 
son, young, and very interesting in appearance, 
took the chair next mine, while a gentleman, 
evidently her husband, seated himself opposite. 
Their conversation attracted my attention in- 
stantly. 
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* Then you have made the arrangement?' 
said the lady. 

* Yes,' he replied, * it was that detained me 
so long. I have just had a long interview with 
the Herr Klein (this was the Lutheran pastor, 
a truly apostolic man) ; he seems delighted to 
give his church for our EngUsh service, and I 
find has been doing so for some time past, to a 
gentlemen who is about to leave this week.' 

* Oh, then you have just arrived in time to 
replace him,' said the lady, * how very fortu- 
nate ! ' and cordial was my silent re-echo of her 
exclamation. 

But it is with the lady that my pleasant Sab- 
bath associations are connected, and at a future 
meeting at the table-d'h6te that the circum- 
stance which gave rise to them occurred. 



CHAPTER V. 



AN INTXRESTING ACQUAINTANCE. 

How beautifully is the unexpected meeting 
with one who has been renewed by the Holy 
Spirit, described in the opening letter of Ceear 
Malan's * Eldest Son I ' This interesting ^pries 
has suffered in the translation; the graceful 
simplicity, the poetry of e^ressipn which 
sheds such a charm over the original, are -lost, 
but the sentiments of ardent piety are still such 
as no change of language can effect. 

Who is there that has not in the course of 
his earthly pilgrimage, been able to re-echo 
from his heart the exclamation of Hippolyte, 
' O Urbain ! que la voix de Thomme est agr^- 
able, lorsqu'elle est en harmonic avec le senti- 
ment de notre &me, et qu'elle parle de Dieu ! 
Je ne puis d6peindre la douce impression que 
produisit sur mon coeur cette rencontre inatten- 
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due d'un hmnain qui rendait gloire & r^temel. 
O pourquoi faut-il que nous soyons surpris, et 
comme 6toiin^, lorsque nous trouvons un 
komme qui craint et adore Dieu ! ' 

It is indeed delightful to meet a fellow- 
traveller, one whose &ce is turned to Zion, 
who is mourning over the same sins, struggling 
with the same infirn»ities, beset by the same 
temptations; one who has learned that this 
vale of tears is not our rest, who is looking be- 
yond it to where the ransomed are singing the 
song of l^e Lamb that was slain, and earnestly 
loi^ging for that day when the Christian shall 
exchange^ the hateful garment spotted by the 
fledi, for the blood-bought robes, of imputed 
righteousness. 

Several days elapsed before I again found 
myseU seated beside my interesting neighbour 
at the table-d'hdte, mentioned in my last. Her 

name, we learned, was Mrs. G . She was 

a very prepossessing looking pers(m. Her figure 
was slender, and her complexion of that trans- 
paare&t and changeful kind that tells a tale of 
stiffeiing. Sometimes a faint pink flush, as 
transitory as it was beautiful, would mount into 
her cheeks, and then fade away, leaving all as 
£ur and pale as before. Her smile was sweet, 
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and it was firequent, and yet it was easy to de- 
tect something resigned and saddened in its 
expression ; while the blue veins that streaked 
her clear forehead and swelled so prominently 
in her thin delicate hands, added their touching 
testimony to the absence of health. 

Dinner, at a German watering-place, is a 
long business, and an agreeable companion at 
the table d*h6te proportionably desirable. I 

was delighted when I saw Mrs. G take the 

chair next mine, and she had not long been 
seated in it, when we entered into conversation. 
We discussed some of the peculiarities of the 
country we were in, and other topics of interest 
to travellers, and then proceeded to books. 
And now I discovered £he bent of my com- 
panion's mind : I perceived that there was that 
in it far beyond the graces of cultivation, the 
refinement of intellectual pursuits ; these were 
hers it is true, but they were hallowed by the 
wisdom which is from above, and a very few 
observations served to shew that she possessed 
the renewed heart and spiritual feelings so de- 
lightful to meet with in any individual, but 
above all, so naturally to be looked for in a 
clergyman's wife. 

Every one knows what a sudden effect the 
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discovery of a mutual friend, perhaps equally 
dear to both, has in removing reserve between 
strangers. It forms an immediate bond of 
union, a subject of common interest, and causes 
the sympathies of each party to flow out. This 
remark applies equally to a favourite author. 
There is no better letter of introduction than a 
book, and so we found it on the present occa- 
sion ; for, in speaking of sacred poetry, when 
we came to mention PoUok's * Course of Time,* 
the warm admiration expressed by the one, was 
so cordially responded to by the other, that we 
really forgot, while engaged in an animated 
discussion of its beauties, that it was only a 
short half hour since we had exchanged a word 
for the first time. 

Mrs. G 's eyes sparkled with enthusiasm 

as we spoke first of one beautiful passage, then 
of another. 

* Do you remember,' said I, quoting the 
words, * that exquisite picture in the fifth book, 
of a young girl at prayer ? ' 

* Oh yes,' she replied, * and farther on, in 
the same canto, is the scene of the mother and 
her infant : the mother — who — who — ' 

Here her voice suddenly faltered, — ^her eyes 
filled with tears, — ^her lips quivered — she be- 
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came greatly agitated. Some painful recollec- 
tion, some pang, ^' sharper than a serpent's 
tooth" had stung her to the quick. For- 
timately she wore a bonnet, which concealed her 
face as she bent over the table, bom. the 
many eyes aroimd ; but I could see that her 
slender frame actually writhed under the emo- 
tion which caused the folds of her neck-kerchief 
to sink and swell so hurriedly. Oh how I felt 
for her! my very heart bled for the interesting 
sufferer. And what could I do ? Nothing. I 
even dared not whisper a word of sympathy, 
lest the accents of compassion should aggra- 
vate her distress. I could only push towards 
her the wine-glass beside her plate, and urge 
her by an imploring gesture to try and swallow 
some of its contents. 

How bitterly did I reproach myself for hav- 
ing, though without knowing it, touched a 
chord which had vibrated so agonizingly. That 
unfortunate canto ! my heedless allusion to it 
had wakened up some secret sorrow that lay 
concealed in the bosom of the interesting stran- 
ger. I pictured to myself the concerned and 
anxious gaze of her husband, fixed upon her 
from the farther side of the table — for the eye 
of affection is quick, — ^and I thought how re- 
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ToachAilly he must look at me, whom from my 
isturbed appearance he would judge to be the 
ause of her emotion. 

The passage which had so overcome her rose 
ato my mind. It is a picture, every trait of 
fhach is sketched with the most tender and 
xquisite pathos. I will extract a few of the 
eading features. 

' It was an April day ; and blithely all 

The youth of nature leaped beneath the son. 

And promised glorious manhood : and our hearts 

Were glad, and round them glanced the lightsome blood, 

In healthy merriment, when tidings came, 

A child was bom ; and tidings came again. 

That she who gave it birth was sick to death. 

So swift trode sorrow on the heels of joy ! 

« • • • « 

The room, I well remember, and the bed 
On which she lay, and all the ta/ces, too. 
That crowded dark and mournfully around. 
Her father there, and mother, bending, stood ; 
And down their aged cheeks fell many drops 
Of bitterness. Her husband, too, was there. 
And brothers, and they wept ; her sisters, too 
Did weep and sorrow, comfortless : 

• • • * ♦ 

She made a sign 
To bring her babe — Hwas brought, and by her placed. 
She looked upon its face, that neither smiled 
Nor wept, nor knew who gazM uponH ; and laid 
Her hand upon its little breast, and sought 
For it,— with look that seemed to penetrate 
The heavens— unutterable blessings^ inch 
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As God to dying parents only granted 

For infisints left behind them in the world. 

' God keep my child I ^ we heard her say, and heard 

No more. The angel of the covenant 

Was come, and faithfiil to his promise, stood. 

Prepared to walk with her through death^s dark Tale. 

After a shorty but very bitter struggle, Mrs. 
G. recovered her composure. There was some- 
thing very touching in her countenance when 
she looked up, stained as it was with recent 
tears, paler than before from agitation, and 
with a bright crimson spot in each cheek, that 
told of a painful. conflict. I could almost fancy 
she was like some delicate flower, raising its 
pale meek head after being beaten by the rain, 
and shaken and bufieted by the rude tempest 
A few tell-tale drops still glistened where they 
had fallen, upon the front of her dress. She 
brushed them away ; and making a last effort, 
called up a smile into her countenance, as faint 
and saddened as the sun-beam that struggles 
through the clouds of an April day. 

We continued to converse until the end of 
dinner, but of course no farther allusion was 
made to the poem. The moving little scene it 
had given rise to, however, still remained up- 
permost in my mind ; and when Mrs. G 

rose to leave the room, I followed with my 
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eyes her interesting figure, supported on the 
arm of her husband, with that sort of longing, 
yearning sympathy which those who have them- 
selves drank of the bitter cup of bereavement, 
and they alone, can feel for one they imagine 
to have been similarly tried. 

When next I saw Mrs. G it was at the 

Lutheran church. She came up to me when 
service was over, and we were all collected on 
the steps outside, and taking my hand between 
both hers, said, ' You must think me very fool- 
ish for allowing my feelings so to overcome me 
the other day, at the table d*h6te ; but my 
health is so weak, I cannot struggle against 
these things as I ought. I saw you felt for me. 
That mother, — and her infant — it was too much ! 

I was once a mother myself, and now ! 

But come,' she added, * there is a winding path 
beyond the church, and if you will give me your 
arm, we will take a quiet walk there, and I 
will tell you all. 1 have told my husband not 
to expect me.' 

That walk, — I shall never forget it! — the 
narrow foot-path by the silver-stream, — the 
rustic bridge built of wooden logs thrown across 
it between the steep rocky banks, — the acacia 
and willow-trees that drooped their graceful 
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boughs until they met their own shadows, re- 
flected in the clear waters. We sat ourselves 
down on a grassy bank, rich with the thousand 
wild flowers that are so bright and beautiful in 
Germany. Not a sound broke the Sabbath 
stillness of the scene, but the occasion^ song 
of a bird, the chirp of the grasshopper at our 
feet, the murmur of the stream as it gurgled by, 
and the soothing rush of a tiny water-fidl a few 
yards lower down. Now and then a peasant 
would pass along the foot-path in her pictu- 
resque costume ; scarlet boddice, full quilted 
petticoats, and snow-white cap, with her Bible 
and Hymn-book under her arm, or folded in 
her neat pocket-handkerchief ; and as she passed 
she would stop to courtesy and give us the 
courteous * guten morgen,' (good morning) her 
country's salutation. 

It was here in the midst of this quiet scene, 
that my friend poured forth the little story of 
her sorrows. Here we mingled our tears, and 
held " sweet converse " together, upon the 
things of eternity, and those glorious hopes 
which cheer the fainting spirits of the mourner. 

There were some peculiarly afiecting circum- 
stances connected with the death of her child, 
but she did not sorrow as one without hope. 
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A bright gleam of heavenly joy lit up her coun- 
tenance as she spoke of the admission of her 
little one into His presence, whose face '^ their 
angek do always behold." Her tender blossom 
had escaped the bitter blasts of the world, — 
had never felt their chilling influence, — ^was 
safe from the waves and storms of adversity, 
the buffetings of temptation, — safe with Him 
who gathers the lambs into his bosom. This 
reflection it was that merged the anguish of the 
mother in the triumphant hope of the Chris- 
tian. Of her it might well be said, that she 
was, though sorrowful, yet alway rejoicing. 

I had laid the Bible, which I had been using 
at church, on the grass beside me, when we sat 

down. Mrs. G perceived it, and taking it 

up said, ^ Ah ! this is the source of all our con- 
solation, — this precious hbok ! How little we 
can appreciate its comforts in prosperity, com- 
paratively speaking. In the hour of aflliction 
its value is felt indeed. My lost child was a 
beautiful boy : as I sat by his coffin and gazed 
on his lovely form and features, with that 
heart-rending anguish which a fond and proud 
mother only can know, the thought smote me 
of how soon that form, — those rounded limbs 
extended there in all the grace and beauty of 

F 
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childhood, would turn to corruption and mingle 
with the dust. The thought was intolerable : I 
hid my fece in my hands, — I could not bear to 
look upon my child, so lovely still, even in 
death. Just then the passage darted into my 
mind — ** He is the Saviour of the body." 
(Eph. V. 23.) Will you believe it, my dear 
girl, the words were as though an angel had 
whispered them in my ear at that moment. 
They came fraught with such unutterable con- 
solation, I cannot describe it/ * Yes,' I re- 
peated with a sort of rapture, * the body ! — that 
body that has been watched over and cherished 
with all the fervent yearnings of a mother's 
love. He is the Saviour of it.' The more I 
read this precious book, the more convinced I 
am that there is a word in it suited to every 
being that draws human breath, — be his wants, 
his infirmities, his sorrows, or his circumstances 
what they may. 

Dear Mrs. G 's conversation was so in- 
teresting and so improving that I could have 
sat there with her on the bank of the little 
stream until night-fall. But soon the position 
of the sun over our heads warned us that it was 
time to depart, and we prepared with regret to 
leave that pleasant spot. I assisted her to rise, 
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which she did with effort and apparently much 
suffering. When I expressed the sympathy I 
felt at seeing her thus distressed, she said with 
a smile of the most touching sweetness : ^ Ah 
well, it matters little; t'will be the sooner over. 
This firail tabernacle cannot last long : I shall 
have a glorified body yet.' 

I never expect to see Mrs. G again on 

this side of the grave: but I trust we shall 
meet where there shall be no more death, 
neither sorrow, nor crying; neither any more 
pain ; where the former things are passed 
away, and God shall wipe away all tears from 
their eyes. 
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CHAPTER VI. 



" OLORT BB TO GOD ! " 



" Glory be to God ! " is an expression fia- 
miliar to the ears of those conversant with the 
Irish peasantry ; and though with the latter it 
is too often rather the language of the lips than 
of the heart, still the recurrence of it is calcu- 
lated to strike home feelings, — it may be of 
self-reproach, — upon the hearers. 

* This is a fine day, glory be to God ! ' or 
* He's getting strong again and able to work, 
after the fit of sickness, glory be to the great 
God ! ' are every-day expressions. Nor are 
such confined to occasions calculated to draw 
forth praise alone. Some time since, a poor 
woman, in a state of abject poverty, presented 
herself at our hall door. 

* My two children,' she said, ^ a boy and a 
girl, have been lying down these three weeks 
in the influenza, and one of them died upon me 
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last night,— glory be to God ! I come to ask 
for something to put about the corpse^ and a 
couple of candles ; for I have nothing this day 
in the wide world for either Uving or dead, and 
no means to provide it/ 

The big tears was rolling slowly down her 
pale cheeks as she spoke, and there was some- 
thing very touching in her quiet, silent grief, 
and the meek and resigned tones of her voice. 
After a few words of consolation on the loss of 
her child, to which she assented with a heavy 
sigh, I accidentally touched a chord which at 
that moment was, perhaps, the only one calcu- 
lated to give her any comfort. ' Is it,* I asked, 
* the boy or the girl who has died ?' 

Now it should be known that among the 
lower ranks in Ireland, as in other countries in 
a backward state of civilization, the weaker sex 
are not held in particularly high esteem. In- 
deed in many cases the female part of the 
£ELmily does not count at all ; and if you ask a 
man with perhaps a dozen children, the num- 
ber of his progeny, he will say four or six, 
according as the arrows in the quiver happen to 
be of the valuable sex. ' He never had a son, 
good or bad, only all girls, God help him ! ' is 
an undisputed ground for sympathy. 
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When I asked the question^ the poor woman's 
eyes, so dim with weeping and want of sleep, — 
for, as she said, she had not ^ quenched a can- 
dle upon her sick children for a week,' bright- 
ened in a moment. * Oh,' she exclaimed, look- 
ing up and clasping her hands fervently, * glory 
be to his holy name, he hasn't taken the boy ! ' 

About a fortnight after, one cheerless day 
when the clouds hung low, and cold drizzling 
rain was falling, the same forlorn looking 
figure appeared on the steps. * The boy is 
gone now, glory be to God ! ' she said, — and 
said no more. There was no need in truth to 
enlarge upon the tale. The utter wretchedness 
depicted in her countenance, — her manner, 
calm and quiet as before, but still so eloquent 
of hopeless, bitter grief,— the smothered sighs 
that burst from her, — all shewed that now, in- 
deed, the iron had entered into her soul. After 
a pause I took up her last words : * Yes, glory 
be to God, he has taken your children to that 
happy place where there is neither sin nor sor- 
row : they are well provided for now.* 

* Ah ! I hope so,' she answered, * but I didn't 
think he'd leave me here alone entirely. If I 
had but one itself left, I wouldn't mind : I'm as 
poor an object as walks the ground this day; 
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but ever so poor, them that has children would 
rather struggle on any way with them, than lose 
them.' 

The tears flowed thicker and faster down her 
poor thin cheeks at these words, and I had not 
courage to say any more. Indeed sympathy is 
the only balm that can soothe the first keen and 
wayward moments of bereavement. Every thing 
else is worse than useless ; and manv a smarting 
sufferer can tell how they have turned away in 
utter sickness of heart from 

The busy hand 
Of consoUtion, fretting the sore wound 
It yainly sought to heal. 

After all, it seemed cruel to urge her poverty 
as a reason why this afilicted creature should be 
comforted. Was not the mother's heart that 
swelled beneath those rags as wrung as if her 
little ones had been cradled in wealth and 
luxury ? Were those she wept less precious 
because instead of purple, and fine linen, and 
sumptuous daily fare, they were bom to the 
rags and the crumbs of the beggar ? 

Nevertheless, I could not avoid inwardly 
re-echoing the ejaculation, which unconsciously 
and mechanically she kept on muttering, " Glory 
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be to God ! *' My thoughts followed the glori- 
fied spirits in their happy flight to that world 
of light, and love, and melody, where sorrow 
and sighing flee away before the Saviour's face : 
and then I turned my eyes upon the forlorn 
being whose naked feet were pressing the wet 
stone steps ; alone in the world, (for her hus- 
band had deserted her) a few soaked tatters 
hanging about her half-starved frame. A glance 
at her as she Mood there in the rain, and a 
thought upon the children who would have 
shared her wretched lot, might well call forth 
the exclamation, " Glory be to God ! " Those 
words of our beautiful burial-service rose into 
my mind, " We give thee hearty thanks for that 
it hath pleased thee to deliver this our brother 
out of the miseries of this sinfrd world." Here 
indeed was a subject for praise ! 

There is a great deal of natural religion in 
Ireland. It breaks out on all occaions, and, 
were it not now my design to confine my- 
self to one, I could multiply instances of 
its expressions, many of them beautiful to a 
degree. 

Natural religion, although so inadequate to 
produce those fruits which spring from faith 
alone, and so inefficient as far as regards salva- 
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tion, is nevertheless very delightful to meet 
with. It seems to hold out to the labourer in 
the Lord's vineyfird a promising soil whereon to 
scatter the good seed. It stirs up the kindliest 
feelings of the heart towards those who are 
walking in its imperfect light, unvisited bj a 
ray of revelation : and we cannot listen to its 
egressions that burst so spontaneously from 
their lips, without regarding those under its 
influence as lying, as it were, in the pool of 
Bethesda, waiting until the angel of the ever- 
lasting gospel moves the waters. 

Surely to persons deeply imbued with natu- 
ral religion, revealed religion must come with a 
ten-fold welcome. Far more beautiful to them 
than to such as live wholly " without God in 
the world," are upon the mountains the feet of 
him that bringeth good tidings, that publisheth 
peace ; that bringeth good tidings of good, that 
publisheth salvation. 

Blessings on the steps that press the sod of 
our green hills and vallies, bound on this blessed 
errand ! They flag not in their zeal, they tire 
not in their work of mercy, as they speed from 
cabin to cabin : blessings on them ! Oh that 
we had more such messengers I Oh, that the 
Ix)rd of the harvest would send forth more such 
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labourers into his harvest — his plenteous^ his 
far-spread, his whitening harvest ! 

The constant habit of giving " glory to God," 
not with the lips only, but with the fervour of a 
grateful heart, would, if daily and hourly culti- 
vated, increase our happiness infinitely. Such 
a frame of mind is one of the dearest blessings 
attached to that spirit of adoption which enables 
us to cry, " Abba, Father." It is our bounden 
duty, " Give unto the Lord the honour due 
unto his name;" and " whoso ofiereth praise, 
glorifieth me. It is besides our precious pri- 
vilege. We enjoy the Giver in his gift, and 
value this, not for its intrinsic worth alone, but 
as a token of the kindness and the love of an 
ever-mindful Protector. 

How this way of viewing our daily common 
mercies would enhance them in our eyes, let 
those tell who know what it is to have treasured 
up with fond affection some in itself insignifi- 
cant object — a withered flower perhaps, because 
it was the gift of a beloved friend, and hallowed 
by his love. And shall not the gifts of our 
unseen, our heavenly Friend, acquire value an 
hundred fold, as coming from his hand ? Oh ! 
yes. The difference between the enjoyment of 
a thankful child of God, and of one who recog- 
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nizes not their Author in his mercies^ was for- 
cibly illustrated to my mind by a simple scene 
to which I was once witness. 

Two little boys, one a child of the house, the 
other a visitor where I was staying, were on a 
certain day to receive as gifts, or I believe 
premiums, a portfolio each. These portfolios 
were exactly alike, and lay together on a table, 
where sat the master of the family who was to 
bestow them. The children entered, and I was 
struck by the different way in which each 
received the same present. 

* This is for you, my boy,' said the father, 
with a look and a smile such as a parent's face 
alone can wear. The yearning love of a father's 
heart, and the beaming of a father's eye were 
in that glance, and his child felt it. 

* And did you really buy it for me — ^you, 
yourself?' he exclaimed. *0h, thank you!' 
And the little fellow, scarcely stopping to exa- 
mine the gilding and gay morocco of his new 
treasure, climbed up upon his father's knees, 
and threw his arms round his neck in a moment. 
Then running to me, he cried, * See ! father 
gave me this : was it not kind ? and he has put 
my name in it himself.' 

The little stranger took his gift, and walked 
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quietly away with it« He was pleased^ but oh 
how different was his pleasure £rom the delight- 
ed sense of kindness received^ the proud happy 
consciousness of the giver's affection that 
brightened the face of his young companion. 
And thus it is, thought I, with the child of God. 
He can say when he thankfully receives the 
smallest blessing, ^My father gave me this;' 
can feel the bounding gladness that leaps in the 
heart of yonder fond and grateful son : while 
that lonely one, unnoticed in his comer, the 
child who knows no father's sympathizing love, 
how true a picture is he of the worldling ! 

The man dead to God is indeed an orphan, — 
an orphan in what Mr. Newton so expressively 
calls ^ a fatherless world.' He is tossed on its 
troubled billows without that hope which is an 
anchor of the soul, both sure and steadfast ; 
without Christ, an alien from the common- 
wealth of Israel, and stranger &om the covenant 
of promise, having no hope, and without God 
in the world. 

It may be a fanciful idea, but I never can 
help thinking that there is a peculiar sweetness, 
a something not to be described in the smile 
of a really pious Christian. It has an expression 
caught as it were from something beyond and 
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out of view, a sort of reflected brightness, so 
to speak. This has frequently struck me, even 
on the most naturally ill-favoured countenances ; 
a silent but expressive witness of the high and 
animating hope within, the habitual indwelling 
of love, joy, peace, those beautiful fruits of 
the Holy Spirit. 

Often have I watched a smile such as this ; a 
gaze kindling into delight as it expanded over 
some lovely scene in the fair creation: and 
what was its mute language ? " Glory be to 
God ! " Yes, this surely was the interpretation, 
and I have delighted to read that glance, and 
to trace the workings of the spirit within. To 
such a one the silent fields are eloquent. " If," 
say they, " God so clothe the grass, which is 
to-day in the field, and to-morrow is cast into 
the oven, shall he not much more clothe you ? " 

The soul rises from the beautiful works of 
creation to their Author, the triune Jehovah. 
What a subject is here for praise, for giving 
" glory to God ! " God the Father, who formed 
us out of the dust, and shields from harm and 
accident the delicate machinery of our bodies, 
so fearfully and wonderfully made: whose 
mercies are renewed to us every morning ; who 
openeth his hand and filleth all things living 
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with plenteousness : who loads us with benefits, 
which, alas! we often scarcely acknowledge, 
making his sun to rise and his rain to descend 
on the evil as well as the good, for his mercy 
endureth for ever, his very name is love. 

God the Son, who for us men, and for our 
salvation, came down from heaven and en- 
dured the cross, despising the shame ; who 
gave his life for his sheep, redeeming them to 
God by his blood, out of every nation and 
tongue ; who is gone before to prepare a place 
for them, that where he is they may be also ; 
who stands now on the right hand of God, 
ever living to make intercession for them. 

God the Holy Ghost, the Comforter, endear- 
ing name ! he who draws nigh unto us in our 
hour of anguish, when every earthly spring of 
consolation is dried up ; whose angel-presence 
soothes our griefs. The Lord and Giver of 
life who awakens us from the death-like sleep 
of sin, leads us to the Saviour, helps our in- 
firmities with groanings that cannot be uttered, 
and bears witness with our spirit that we are 
the children of God. 

The spirit must stir the darkling deep, 

The dove must settle on the cross. 
Else we should all sin on or sleep, 

With Christ in sight, taming our gain to loss. 
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Let us think on these things until we are 
constrained to cry out in the fulness of a grate- 
ful heart, " Glory be to God ! " Let not the 
poor Lish peasant, who utters it so fervently 
in the midst of all his privations, bring us to 
shame by his example. Ah ! little does the 
world know what those privations are. Little 
does the world know that in the sunny months 
of June and July, when its costly tables are 
groaning under the luxury of summer fruits, 
when summer flowers are delighting the eye 
and regaUng the sense, when the whole creation 
is brightened into an universal smile of glad- 
ness, and the very beasts of the field revel in 
the midst of plenty, — then it is that the poor 
Irishman is struggUng with the pangs of pinch- 
ing hunger, that famine may be read in his 
emaciated features. By what name does he 
distinguish this joyous holiday time of the 
year ? * The hitter six weeks.* 

And well he may call them so. The new 
potatoes have not yet come in, and the old that 
remain are few and almost un-eatable. His 
children are crying to him for food, and he 
himself must toil all day long under the burn- 
ing sun upon one scanty and unwholesome meal. 
Go into the fields when the welcome sound of 



80 SABBATH MUSINGS. 

the labourers' dinner-bell has rung the glad 
summons to leave off work for the well- 
earned mid-day repast ; and there you will find 
him stretched at full length under a tree, his 
straw hat peeping out among the tall grass and 
wild flowers. 

* The bell has rung : why do you not go 
home to eat your dinner ? ' 

* Faix then/ replies the poor fellow with 
that good humoured cheerfulness which seldom 
deserts an Irishman, even in hunger or fatigue, 
' Faix then, for the best reason in life ; because, 
please your honour, I have no dinner to eat.* 

And what are these temporal privations, com- 
pared with the spiritual ? No ray of Gospel 
light sheds its brightness over the earthly path, 
or illumines the dark valley of the shadow of 
death. The Bible is forbidden ; mists and error 
cloud the prospect on this side of the grave, 
and beyond are the inevitable flames of purga- 
tory, — appalling object to the dying and penny- 
less Roman Catholic ! Well may those who are 
privileged to see the Saviour in his word ex- 
claim, " Glory be to God ! " Well may they 
give him most humble and hearty thanks for 
" the means of grace, and the hope of ^ry.' 

Oh let us reflect on these blessings until our 
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1 and ungrateful hearts are in some degree 
jhed by them. Let us, in the words of the 
itiful form of thanksgiving already quoted, 
jech Almighty God to * give us that due 
le of all his mercies^ that our hearts may 
mfeignedly thankful, and that we may shew 
li his praise/ not only with our lips, but in 
lives, by giving up ourselves to his service, 
by walking before him in holiness and righ- 
isness all our days, through Jesus Christ our 
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CHAPTER VII. 



RBMIRKS ON CONVBRSION — SKSTCH OF A RSNSWBD CHA&ACTIB. 

There are thousands of things passing every 
day in the world around us, calculated to call 
forth our praises of its Almighty Governor. 
We cannot look abroad either into the vegetable 
kingdom or that of intelligent beings, without 
being met at every turn by instances of his 
power and his love. The beautiful phenomena 
of nature, fulfilling their appointed seasons with 
such undeviating regularity, are especially fitted 
to keep the thankful feelings in fresh and vivid 
play. These are not blunted by the fatal in- 
fluence of custom in this case, for the ever- 
varjang, every-renewing cause must excite at 
each recurrence the same sensations in the mind 
that is in any degree used to look beyond his 
works to their great Author. 

But among the many sources of thankfiilness 
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by which we are surrounded, there is not one 
half so touching or so heart-stirring as the 
turning of the soul to God,— -the passing from 
death unto life of a sinner. This is a process 
that is going on every day before our eyes. 
Here a family, there an individual of our ac- 
quaintance is brought home to that Uttle flock 
of which Christ is the Shepherd; is anchored 
safely in that only haven where in this world 
the tempest-tost voyager can find rest from the 
waves and storms of life. The variety of means 
employed to produce the same blessed end, is 
astonishing ; and the hand of Omnipotence is 
so strikingly manifest in the wonderful work, 
that cold indeed and callous must be the heart 
that refuses to acknowledge it. 

I do not know of any subject more delightful 
to meditate upon than this. It is so interests 
ing in itself, so cheering, so encouraging to our 
weak faith. It presents to us the character of 
our Heavenly Father imder such an endearing 
aspect, as a Being of love, of mercy, who willetb 
not the death of a sinner. Oh ! how wonderful 
it is to mark his dealings with the children of 
men ! to see how he, the King of kings and 
Lord of lords condescends to strive with the 
wretched worms of the earth, bearing with all 
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their waywardness and ingratitude, and repeat* 
ed disobedience^ and shewing such long-suffer- 
ing, such patience, such infinite love to luibe* 
lieving rebels ! 

I have often thought that if each individual 
were to record the dealings of God with him- 
self, how in one case he causes his Holy Spirit 
to descend into the heart with an influence 
gentle and gradual as the dews of heayen, whik 
another is awakened by some sudden and start? 
ling dispensation, what a volume would be the 
result ! how intensely interesting, how firaught 
with glory to God, and encouragement to man ! 

The experience of even the youngest traveller 
in the * world's highway' can funush him with 
many examples of the mercy of God in this 
respect, and — I know not how it may be with 
others, but upon me the effect is indescribable : 
the object at stake is of such immense import* 
ance — a never-dying soul ! It seems as though 
an entire life were too short to employ in 
thanking and praising God for even the smallest 
measure of grace, the faintest ray of spiritual 
light ; and the feelings with which an individual 
so distinguished should regard those who have 
not been similarly blessed, should be tender 
and compassionate in the highest degree^ . 
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The want of this kindly spirit is a melancholy 
proof of the innate folly and pride of human 
nature. Alas ! how often do we see it ! how 
often do we see the cold, uncharitable, repulsive 
demeanour of professing Christians towards 
those who are not so. This is most unaccount^ 
able. It is said that ^ pity is a-kin to love/ and 
verily if there be an object under the sun 
deserving of pity, it is an unconverted person. 
If we beUeve that those who are not bom again 
cannot enter into the kingdom of God, what 
ought our feelings towards them to be ? — dis- 
like, — ^repugnance? Oh, no. As well might 
one who has just been rescued without money, 
and without price, by a skilful physician from 
some &tal and desperate disease, as well might 
he turn away in pitiless di^ust from his 
wretched fellLsufferer, still loaning in its 
fangs. 

And, after all, should not a Christian be the 
most humble, as well as the most philanthropi- 
es! of beings ? for by grace he is saved, through 
&ith, and that not of himself, it is the gift of 
God : not of works, lest any man should boast* 
Who is there that can say to another with any 
degree of self-complacence. " Stand by, I am 
holier than thou«" Are not the seeds of the 
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same deadly sins to be found in every heart, as 
all alas ! can tell, and who so well as those who 
have viewed by the pure light of the Spirit the 
depths of that fountain of iniquity ? 

Instead of blaming our fellow-mortal, let us 
give thanks for ourselves. He may have had 
temptations to encounter, besetting infirmities 
to contend with, from which the mercy of God 
has shielded us. Perhaps no message of salva- 
tion ever reached his ears, no good seed fell 
upon his heart; no pious friend or faithAil 
minister whispered a wammg word, or pressed 
upon his acceptance the bread of Ufe. The 
syren sounds of pleasure, and flattery's lulling 
voice, were all he heard ; tidings of sin and 
death, judgment and hell broke not his danger- 
ous dream. He was not roused from that fatal 
torpor by the blight of worldly hopes, or the 
sudden withering of some fair gourd, under 
whose pleasant shadow he dwelt: the loved 
companion of his pilgrimage was not torn from 
his side ; God did not send to him the awfiil 
message that peals from the death-bed of a 
friend, awakening the conscience-stricken sinner 
with a voice that shakes his very souL 

And because he has not been thus visited^ 
thus blessed, shall we look unkindly on him^ 
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shall we pass him proudly by ? Can we see 
him swept along on the pitiless torrent of 
fashion and earthly vanities,— entangled in 
gilded chains, the weight of which he feels not 
now, but which will one day eat like iron into 
his very soul ; filling himself with ashes as it 
were bread, deceitful food, that, like the pro- 
phet's roll, is in the mouth as honey for sweet- 
ness, while within and without are lamentations 
and mourning and woe : can we see him thus, 
like a victim decked out with flowers, hurrying 
on towards death and the judgment, without 
feelingathrob of afiectionate compassionfor him; 
Oh, no, no— our bowels will yearn upon our 
brother ; we shall pray for him, shall weep for 
him; we shall turn it upon ourselves and exclaim, 
** who made thee to differ from another?" and 
then from our inmost soul will ascend fervent 
praises and thanksgivings to Him who deigned 
to knock at the door of our hearts, and gave us 
his grace to open them at the life-giving sum- 
mons. 

The more we meditate upon the interesting 
subject of conversion, and observe its symptoms 
and effects, the more cautious and charitable 
shall we be in pronouncing on the spiritual state 
of others. It is a difficult and delicate point. 
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and one on which the most sincere are ofiten 
the most shrinking and reserved. To all it is 
not given to let their light shine before men; 
and many I know there are, prayerfully seek- 
ing to fulfil the law of Christ, and striving in 
secret with their evil tempers, of whom their 
fellow-christians take no accoimt* 

Often is the trembling believer, whom natural 
humility or a painful sense of miworthiness 
withholds from making an open profession of 
faith, avoided as worldly and unthinking by 
those who cannot see into the heart. Yea, 
perhaps at the very moment when the angels in 
heaven are rejoicing over the sinner that . re- 
penteth, — when the returning prodigal is cry- 
ing out, " Father, I have sinned," and that 
Father who sees his erring children when they 
are yet a great way ofi*, and has compassion on 
them, is embracing with the arms of his mercy 
the son that was dead and is alive again, was 
lost and is found; perhaps at that moment some 
over-scrupulous Christian is regarding him vdth 
a distrustful, it may be a contemptuous glance, 
while the language of his heart is, ** Lord, I 
thank thee that I am not as other men are." 

Oh ! that the beautiful spirit of charity which 
is kind, which hopeth all things, which.thinketh 



REMARKS ON CONVERSION. 89 

no evil, were more cultivated among the follow- 
ers of the benevolent Redeemer ! then would 
they be spared the shame and self-reproach of 
finding they had misjudged those who are 
accepted of the Searcher of hearts ; redeemed 
by such precious blood, and who will stand at 
the right hand of hun who hath purchased them 
with the travail of his soul, in that day when he 
makes Tip his jewels. 

* Such discoveries/ says Dr. Xrummacher, 
in one of those affectionate addresses to his peo« 
pie in ' Elijah the Tishbite/ ^ such discoveries 
serve to shame our timidity, to strengthen our 
fdth, and enlarge our hearts : they also teach 
us to be more prudent and gentle in judging of 
others^ and to take a brighter and more hope- 
£ul survey of the world at large. Since I found 
among yourselves such retired blossoms of 
{aiihf my whole parish has appeared to me in 
another light ; and when I am walking through 
ity I feel like one who is passing through 
the shaft of a mine, where one stroke of the 
mattock, to the right or the left, may possibly 
discover to him a vein of precious metal.' 

A little &rther on he says, * How surprised 
shall we be in eternity, when the veil shall be 
removed, to find there, from quarters where we 
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least looked for them, among the multitude 
whom no man can number, standing before the 
throne, many who were never known as the 
Lord's people in this world; whom circum- 
stances, or local situation, or their outward de- 
fects and infirmities, or their retiring humility 
and modesty, had concealed from our yiew«' 

Perhaps there is nothing, in the carnal mind, 
that is so incomprehensible as the conversion 
or regeneration of a sinner ; and the reason of 
this may be that to understand the doctrine of 
grace it is necessary to have some experimental 
knowledge of it. I can remember the strange 
impression produced upon me by the first in- 
stance of this mysterious process which occurred 
to my observation. The subject of it was a 
young man in business, whom I had heard 
spoken of as a notoriously unprincipled and 
abandoned character. Returning to the place 
where he lived, after a short absence from it, 
the first tidings that greeted us were that the 
reprobate had become " a new creature." It 
had pleased the Lord to send him one of those 
sudden visitations of the Holy Spirit, which we 
sometimes see in the case of grievous offenders ; 
and after a short but very severe mental con-* 
flict, during which his friends imagined him to 
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be insane^ old things passed away^ and all 
things became new. 

The fact was simply told^ and as simply re- 
ceived by hearers who plainly saw the cause ; 
but how sorely did it puzzle me ! I pondered 
over it for many days, and at last gave up a 
point as unaccountable to my darkened percep- 
tions as was the spectacle of the man sitting at 
the feet of Jesus^ clothed, and in his right mind^ 
to those who remembered him possessed with 
devils, wearing no clothes, and abiding in the 
tombs. The change, in both instances, was 
equally great, and the power that had effected 
it the same. 

The case of a venerable servant of the Lord, 
with whom I was brought in contact some time 
after this, was not, however, dismissed so care- 
lessly. He was residing at a place of fashion- 
able resort, whither he had gone many years 
before, partly in pursuit of health, and partly 
with the same views as the pleasure-seeking 
crowds who frequented it. His natural dispo- 
sition was cheerful and active, and I was told 

that on first going to C , he was the great 

promoter of all its gaieties: no excursion or 
party of pleasure ever succeeded or was thought 
worth going to, if he had not the arranging of it. 
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When we became acquainted with him, he 
was one of the brightest, most attractive, and 
prepossessing examples of genuine piety, that 
it is possible to meet with. The zealous dis^ 
position, the sociable, kindly feelings once given 
to the cause of worldly vanities, but now all 
employed with characteristic energy in the ser- 
vice of the Redeemer, adorned the doctrines he 
professed. No one, indeed, to see him, would 
imagine religion to be a grievous or a gloomy 
thing ; there was something so winning in the 
servant, that it was almost enough to cause 
those who knew him to seek after the Master. 

We did not see much of Mr. -, for, alas ! 

our paths were very different. He was em- 
ployed from morning tiU night, in treading 
untiringly in the steps of him who went about 
doing good. The whole of the sabbath he 
passed in church : it was often his custom to 
put a few biscuits into his pocket on leaving 
home in the morning, and remain in his pew 
until the last service was concluded. Oh! 
with what animation have I heard him describe, 
while his countenance sparkled with pleasure, 
the happiness of a day spent thus in the courts 
of the Lord's house. 

It was delightful to meet him in our walks. 
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His slender interesting figure, silvered hair, 
intelligent speaking eyes; his face pale &om 
delicate health but radiant with happiness and 
benevolenceji, and full of that peace which the 
world can neither give nor take away; his 
manners so cheerful and affectionate: — there 
seemed a perpetual sunshine about him. 

One morning I can never forget, when with 
a merry party I turned into a shady path, 
down which he was proceeding. He accosted 
us with his usual kind smile, and I remarked 
that his features shone with more than their 
wonted beaming and benignant expression. It 
was a festival day, — St. James's, I believe. 

^ Are you returning from church ? ' he said, 
* I have just been there.' 

I faltered out something about not knowing 
that there had been service, and felt greatly 
confused, expecting a rebuke which I knew I 
deserved. But no rebuke did I receive. On 
the contrary, his manner became even more 
kindly and affectionate than before. 

' Ah, I am sony for that,' he replied ; ' Mr. 

B preached, and I am sure you would have 

been quite charmed with him ; you must mind 
better next time. Here,' he added in a playful 
tone, while he took out of his pocket a paper 
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from among the little store of tracts, hymns, 
&c. it always contained ; * here are some beau- 
tiful lines which I shall give you to read, by 
way of a penance, and to prevent your playing 
the naughty girl again.' 

* Do you know,' whispered one of my gay 
companions, when he had taken his leave, ' Mr. 

is one of the greatest saints in C . I 

expected a long sermon well garnished with 
sour looks, when you told him you had not 
been to church.* 

My heart was too ftdl to allow me to reply. 
Self-reproach kept me dumb, and the charity 
of my venerable friend, his forbearance and 
kindness to a careless one like myself, touched 
me to the quick. * Oh ! that I knew how to be 
like him ! ' I inwardly exclaimed as he disap- 
peared under the trees. 

Some time after this, the night of sorrow, 
dark and dreary, fell with sudden desolation 
upon our house : ** The joy of our hearts had 
ceased, — our dance was turned into mourning." 
Wherever there was a tear to be wiped away, a 
broken heart to be bound up, there was this 
dear follower of the compassionate Saviour to 
be foimd. Hour after hour did he spend vnth 
the bereaved family, pouring into their wounds 
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the oU and wine of the gospel —and moving it 
was to see the big tears rolling down his usually 
joyful face, as he sympathized in their bitter 
affliction. 

The depth and reality of his religion struck 
me forcibly. The scripture promises seemed to 
afford him such a solid ground of hope and con- 
fidence ; his trust in the pardoning love of God 
was so strong, that in my ignorance of the 
effects of the blessed Spirit, adoption, aud re- 
conciliation through the Saviour's blood, I was 
unable to account for his feelings. The power 
of the Holy Spirit is, indeed, a mystery to the 
carnal mind. I measured, in dismay, the im- 
mense difference between his enviable state of 
mind and my own. There seemed a great gulf 
between us, and how to cross that Rubicon 
was a question that baffled and filled me with 
despair. 

At last I ventured to ask how, or by what 
means it was that he, who I had heard was once 
so engrossed in worldly things, had become 
what he now was. I shall never forget the 
peculiar expression that lit up his features at 
this question. 

* My dear child,' he said, affectionately tak- 
ing my hand, '^the wind bloweth where it 
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listeth, and we neither can tell whence it Com- 
eth or where it goeth." So it is with the Lord 
the Spirit, who cleanses and renews our hearts^ 
and raises our affections from earthly objects to 
things above.* 

After enlarging upon the doctrine of firee 
grace, and the various means by which it 
pleases their heavenly Father to turn sinners 
from the broad path, he told us, by way of 
illustration, several instances of conversions 
that had occurred in his experience. One of 
these is so interesting, and presents so striking 
a view of the tender mercy and providence d 
God, that I shall make it the subject of the 
next chapter. 



\ 



CHAPTER VIII. 



NARRATIVB OP SLLBN M- 



There is a passage in the writings of Asty, 
which is illustrated perfectly by the sketch I 
am about to give, as I heard it from the lips of 
our fidend. The passage is this : — 

♦ Jesus Christ, by his intercession, does de- 
liver out of one strait to-day, and he will con- 
tinue in the same work : and if a new strait 
does appear to-morrow, he will aid through that 
also, and he will go on till he hath settled thy 
soul in a complete salvation-state.' 

Ellen M was the daughter of persons in 

middle life, residing at Cheltenham. Her 
health being delicate, she was kept at home 
until she was upwards of twenty years of age, 
when she was bound apprentice to a dress- 
maker. Neither her parents or her employer 
were pious persons, and her young companions 
were all as gay, as unthinking, as dead to the 

H 
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things that belonged to their everlasting peace 
as herself. Thus she continued to live without 
God in the world. 

But that God whom she knew not, whose 
purposes " according to election " are so un- 
fathomable and unsearchable to our finite 
minds, had set his love upon her. Oh won- 
derful and surpassing mystery! Grace, — free 
electing grace, — that can neither be bought, or 
earned, or merited ; — whereby the soul that is 
far from God, hating and rebelling against him, 
is brought into a state of adoption, and made 
joint-heir with Christ its Redeemer, of things, 
the glories of which eye hath not seen, nor ear 
heard, neither hath it entered into the heart of 
man to conceive, 

** Whom he did predestinate, them he also 

called." Ellen M was first called out of 

an unthinking and ungodly world by, it would 
seem, a direct exertion of the divine influence 
on her heart. There was no instrument used 
whereby the Holy Spirit effected his purpose, 
— such as a pious friend or minister, or an 
awakening or afilictive dispensation. The work 
commenced wholly within. Thoughts of a future 
state began in a way unaccountable to herself 
to intrude into her mind : — she tried to put 
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them away, but in vain. They continued to 
harass her, and occasionally gave her so much 
uneasiness that she sought refuge from them 
by joining her companions in amusements from 
which her delicate health generally obliged her 
to refrain. Her spirits became forced and un- 
natural, — she disliked being alone for a moment, 
and in order to drown thought, became an in- 
satiable frequenter of every sort of merry- 
makings. 

But all would not do : — she could not stifle 
the voice that was pleading with her. The 
Holy Spirit, Lord and life-giver, was striving 
for the salvation of her soul ; Jesus stood at 
the door and knocked, and it was the gracious 
purpose of her heavenly Father that she should 
at last receive him into her heart by faith. 

By degrees the impressions she had received 
became so strong that she could resist them no 
longer. Her own unworthiness and neglect of 
religion rose up into her mind ; the image of 
her Maker, justly incensed against her, was 
continually present to her affrighted imagina- 
tion, and the terrors of an awakened conscience 
were aggravated by the conviction that her 
term in this world could not be very long. The 
seeds of consumption were, she knew, in her 

H 2 
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constitution ; and Ellen's life had already been 
prolonged beyond that of many of her family, 
who had been carried off by the same com- 
plaint. 

It was no wonder that she shrank with hor- 
ror from the prospect of death : she knew not 
the Saviour who had taken away its sting, — 
who had robbed the grave of its victory ; and 
feeling strongly^ as she did, the burden of sm, 
death, in her eyes, was the dreaded messenger 
who was to drag her into the presence of an 
angry Judge, and hurry her away into endless 
punishment. 

I believe it always, or at least generally 
happens that persons in the first struggles of 
an awakened conscience think themselves to be 
the worst of sinners. They imagine themselves 
to be under the influence of feelings which no 
one else has known or can understand ; they 
are painfully conscious of being far other than 
what partial &iends and admiring acquaintances 
believe them ; and thus shame or pride^ or per- 
haps both keep them silent. How many such 
silent sufferers there are! how many, who, 
were they to open their hearts to a Christian 
friend, would be surprised as well as soothed, 
to find perfect sympathy and fellow-feeling in 
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a case which they believe so uncommon, so 
peculiar to themselves. 

Thus it was with Ellen M . She had no 

friend, human or divine , to whom she could 
pour out her sorrows. The language of the 
Psahnist might have been hers : '^ Mine iniqui- 
ties have taken hold upon me, so that I am not 
able to look up ; they are more in number than 
the hairs of my head, therefore my heart faileth 
me«" She literally dared not " look up : " a 
sense of sin made her believe that the prayers 
of one so unworthy would be displeasing to 
God, and therefore she soon left off the outward 
forms of reUgion, which she had been taught 
to go through since her childhood. Morning 
and evening she arose up and lay down without 
the usual ceremony of bending her knees and 
repeating over the accustomed words, — and 
nothing could induce her to venture into a 
church. 

Her fiiends attributed this strange conduct 
to the capriciousness of delicate health; and 
her neglect of her work, her altered, emaciated 
appearance, and depressed spirits were all put 
down to the account of bodily suffering. She 
was, as I have already observed, ashamed to 
confess what was preying on her n>ind. This 
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feeling cannot be wondered at when we reflect 
on the total ignorance of the unconverted man 
in his state by nature. He sees himself sur- 
rounded by thej wondrous and beautiful works 
of God ;— not a flower, or insect, — ^not a pur- 
ple mountain or silver stream, but tells with 
an eloquence stronger far than speech or lan- 
guage of divine love. He feels that to God 
he owes every enjoyment of sense or intellect ; 
he knows that without the daily and hourly 
exercise of Almighty power, the complicated 
machinery of his body would go to ruin, or else 
be a source of continual agony ; — and yet with 
all this, and in spite of all that reason and re- 
flection can urge, he does not — he cannot love 
the Author of his blessings. Nay, he is obliged 
to confess that in his secret soul there lurks a 
directly contrary feeling, and no wonder that 
this should make him ashamed ; no wonder 
that, in his ignorance of the scripture declara- 
tion, "the carnal heart is at enmity with God," 
and " the love of God is shed abroad in our 
hearts by the Holy Ghost, which is given unto 
us," — he should regard himself as something 
monstrous and unnatural, for feeling aversion 
towards so great and benevolent a Being. 
Poor Ellen at last gave herself up to despair. 



NARRATIVE OF ELLEN M — . 103 

She avoided every one, and passed her whole 
time in tears. The fever of her mind was so 
great that she could not bear to remain within 
doors, and as soon as it was light in the morn- 
ing, regardless of weather, she quitted the 
house, to which she never returned until the 
darkness of night forced her to do so. 

Her parents were, as I said before, worldly 
people, completely immersed in business. Gain 
was the object of their hfe, and too often, 
alas ! especially in the lower ranks, this sordid 
pursuit blunts and hardens the feelings, and 
freezes up even the sweet current of natural 
affection. After wondering at their daughter's 
state of mind, and using some efforts to per- 
suade her to ' live like other people,' they 
came to the conclusion that she was deranged, 
and without taking any further trouble to in- 
quire into her sufferings, they returned to their 
busy occupations, leaving her to wander about 
where she pleased, dejected and alone. 

But she was not forsaken : oh, no ! A woman 
may forget her child, may fail in compassion 
to the son of her womb, but God never forgets 
the creature of his hand. Though her earthly 
parents left poor Ellen to her fate, her heavenly 
Father did not desert her. All her desires were 
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before him ; her groaning was not hid^ the 
bitter tears that fell unmarked by human eye 
were known to him, and soon his loving-kind- 
ness provided a way of relief. 

One morning she had left home more op- 
pressed than usual with the " sore burden, too 
heavy for her to bear." The sky was overcast, 
and the rain fell in torrents, and for a long time 
she roamed about the silent fields, until at last 
their loneliness and gloom became so intolera- 
able, that she returned into the town. Here, 
while she continued restlessly pacing the streets, 
her haggard appearance and forlorn dripping 
figure attracted the attention of a gentleman. 
He went up and kindly urged her to take shel- 
ter from the inclement weather, so unfit for a 
young and delicate female to be exposed to. 
Ellen declined this, and hurried away in a 
manner that induced the gentleman to follow 
her. She was confused and annoyed at finding 
herself thus an object of curiosity, and to escape 
observation turned into the open door-way of a 
large building. 

This building, which stands in the High- 
street of Cheltenham about half-way down at 
the right hand side, is a dissenting place of 
worship. Ellen M was not aware of this. 
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ebe nothing would have overcome her dread of 
entering a house of God. When she went in 
the congregation were singing a hymn, and she 
would instantly have gone out again, had not 
something miraculous, she said, seemed to detain 
her. 

Her feelings, as she stood in the porch, (for 
she dared not venture farther into the place,) 
were painfully distressing. She felt herself an 
outcast, cut off by her sins &om all fellowship 
with those among whom she had intruded, and 
from all communion with the God whom they 
were addressing. Her tears flowed fast and 
bitterly ; the hymn ceased, and she was again 
about to leave the place, when the preacher, 
mounting the pulpit, rivetted her to the spot, 
by giving out as his text those words from St. 
John's gospel, " Woman, why weepest thou ? " 
(chap. XX. verse 15.) 

They appeared to poor Ellen as though ad- 
dressed to herself individually. She crept closer 
to the pulpit, and Oh! how eagerly did her 
weary spirits drink in the heaven-directed dis- 
course that followed, in which the burdened 
sinner was led to the Lamb of God that taketh 
away the sins of the world. The Holy Spirit 
opened her heart to receive the preacher's mes- 
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sage, and while she listened, she found that rest 
which Jesus has promised to give to the weary 
and heavy-laden who come unto him. 

Who is there that can read this narrative, 
and refuse to give glory to God for the mercy 
it records ? Who can fail to admire and adore 
the controlling providence that formed the 
minute links of the chain that led this poor sin- 
ner to the Saviour ? What an encouragement 
it is to us to commit our way unto him, to cast 
all our care unreservedly upon him. There are 
some who are of opinion that we should not 
make our temporal things the objects of prayer. 
' The trifling concerns of our every-day exist- 
ence are,' say they, * beneath the cognizance of 
so great a being as Almighty God : it is un- 
suited to his divine majesty to bring such before 
him.' 

Surely this is an unscriptural opinion. The 
Bible, and especially the historical and biogra- 
phical portions of the Old Testament, are full 
of the proofs of God's directing, controlling, 
and superintending arrangement of things appa- 
rently unimportant. There are comparatively 
few great events in the annals of individuals : 
and when these occur in the shape of severe 
afflictions, losses, or unexpected blessings, we 
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receive them without hesitation, as from the 
hand of God. But, generally speaking, is not 
our life made up of small occurrences, as our 
years are of minutes and seconds, and are not 
they therefore to he ascribed equally to an 
Ahnighty disposer ? Our temporal and spiri- 
tual concerns are so intimately connected, and 
often depend so much one upon another, — the 
veriest trifles have sometimes such important 
results ! 

An acquaintance casually formed, the going 
into one church in preference to another, the 
being thrown into the society of certain per- 
sons; on things such as these perhaps may 
hang the future fate of our never-dying souls. 
The experience of the youngest believer will 
enable him to bear witness to the truth of this ; 
and no one can pause in his journey to take a 
retrospective glance ; and " remember all the 
way which the Lord his God led him " without 
having his faith in the providential guidance of 
his Creator strengthened. 

And is not this faith one of the most delight- 
ful fruits of true religion? Setting aside all 
considerations of a future world, does it not 
cast a cheering and hopeful glow over this, that 
nothing else can? There is not in the whole 
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Bible a more soothing, peace-imparting verse 
than the one which enjoins us to "be careful 
for nothing, but in every thing by prayer and 
supplication, with thanksgiving, to let our 
requests be made known unto God." 

" Yes," every thing we may lay before our 
heavenly &iend. To him we may take our wants 
and our sorrows, and spread them at his foot- 
stool, as Hezekiah did the letter of the Assy- 
rian. And with respect to our dear friends, 
those beloved ones over whom our hearts are 
yearning with such anxious and trembling affec- 
tion, what a consolation to be able to commit 
them in prayer to the Lord : to plead for their 
temporal and spiritual welfare before him who 
smiled upon the efforts of the anxious friends 
of the palsy-stricken sufferer. 

A readiness to sympathize in our feelings is 
one of the most lovely features in the character 
of our Redeemer. The desire for sympathy, 
the ^ besoin de s'6pancher ' is, I believe, among 
the strongest of our nature. Every one feels it 
in a greater or less degree. How sweet, how 
endearing is the bond that unites those who can 
enter into each other's sympathies ! — ^imperfect 
as that communion must be at this side of the 
grave, how keenly it is enjoyed, how unspeak- 
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ably attractive it is between man and man ! In 
pouring out our hearts before our Divine 
friend^ there exist not the drawbacks that attend 
the best earthly intercourse. He can never 
misunderstand us; our secret thoughts, our 
desires, difficulties, motives, temptations, hopes, 
fears, struggles, anxieties, all are known to 
him : and, oh ! delight Ail thought, he is not an 
high-priest which cannot be touched with the 
feeling of our infirmities, having been in all 
points tempted like as we are, yet without sin. 
But to return to Ellen M . It was dur- 
ing her last illness that our friend Mr. , 

who related the foregoing narrative, becatne 
first acquainted with her. She had been re- 
moved for change of air to a district of the 
town which he visited three days in the week, 
in the course of his labours of love. He said 
that in all his experience he had never met with 
a more happy believer; and so deeply inte- 
resting were his visits, that he often passed two 
or three hours by the bed-side of the dying 
giri. Her attachment to him was very great : 
she frequently said that she had now but one 
wish in the world, which was that he should be 
with her when she breathed her last. This 
wish she had made known to her heavenly 
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Father, earnestly entreating to have it ful- 
filled. 

One day Mr. left home to attend a re- 
ligious meeting. When he reached the place 
where it was to be held, he found that he was 
a quarter of an hour too early ; and having in 
his pocket a pair of spectacles for an old man 
who lived in the same street with Ellen, he de- 
termined, though it was not his day for visiting 
that part of the town, to go to him with them, 
thinking he could be back before the meeting 
began. Just as he entered the street, he met a 
woman running towards him. 

* Ah, sir,' she exclaimed, * you are just in 

time. I was going for you. Poor Ellen M 

is dying.' 

When Mr. entered the room, an ex- 
pression of delight brightened the calm features 
of the expiring Christian — * My prayer is 
answered,' she murmured, extending her hand 
to him, * I wished you to see how happy I am, 
how good my Saviour is to me.' 

Mr. seated himself beside her, and in a 

few minutes witnessed her peaceful departure 
for that land where death is swallowed up in 
victory. 



CHAPTER IX. 



AN EVENING IN AUTUMN. —A YOUNG GIRL WHO HAD "CHOSfiN 
THE BETTER PART." THE THREE BROTHERS. 



" Let your light so shine before men that they 
may see your good works, and glorify your 
Father which is in heaven." 

What important words are these ! Often as 
I have considered them, they have never ap- 
peared in the same point of view — so fraught 
with meaning, as at the present moment ; 
owing perhaps to external circumstances, which 
have so powerful an influence over the mind. 

The day and the season are peculiarly in- 
viting to meditation. It is one of those soft, 
still, autumnal evenings, when the deep repose 
of nature communicates itself insensibly to the 
spirits. We feel a calm sober sadness stealing 
over us, that sort of delightful melancholy which 
accords so well with the deepening browns and 
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yellows of the declining year ; the mellow sun- 
light, and the first withered leaves of autumn, 
that slowly detaching themselves from the 
bough where they waved so long in the sum- 
mer's freshness, come whirling at our feet. 

What a lovely prospect is at this moment spread 
before me, gilded by the soft beams of the even- 
ing sun ! Trees gracefully grouped together ; 
green fields and rich grassy slopes, in which the 
cattle are reclining under the shady boughs, or 
standing in groups that might tempt the pencil 
of a Cuyp. Farther on, all the varying tints of 
the landscape are blent and mingled in a clear 
soft blue ; and beyond, in the extreme distance, 
like a faint cloud just visible in the horizon, are 
seen the pinnacled towers of York Minster, 
with all their ancient associations. 

The nearer prospect presents those features 
of sober comfort and rural beauty which charac- 
terize the fair face of * merry England.' The 
substantial farm-house, with its hay-ricks and 
trim hedge-rows, appearing through the trees ; 
and close by it, on the left, yonder pretty group 
of neat cottages. Their high-tiled roofs of dusky 
red are glancing in the sun ; monthly roses are 
clustering round the half-open casements, and 
mounting up to the tall brick Elizabethian 
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cimnneys ; in front of each is the little garden 
with its store of vegetables, and trim borders of 
sweet-pea and mignonette, flanked by gay 
hollyhocks and sun-flowers ; while, here and 
there, the Michaelmas daisy — that pale child of 
autunm, peeps forth with its delicate pensive- 
looking blossoms. 

Beyond the cottages, where those light blue 
wreaths of curling smoke rise against a back- 
ground of dark verdure, is the wind-mill: a 
most picturesque object it is at all times, in 
its elevated situation, but especially at this mo- 
ment, when the motionless sails are touched by 
a bright ray of evening sun. 

On the right is a large cliunp of trees, and 
I know not any thing on which the eye can 
dwell with more interest at this season of the 
year than on their changeful foliage. There is 
one in the centre, a sycamore, which I have 
watched day after day, until every leaf seems 
an old acquaintance. I can almost fancy I know 
the hour when the first autumnal blush tinged 
the glossy surface of each; since then, how 
gradual, yet how rapid has been the process by 
which my favourite tree has become the * sear 
and yellow ' thing it now is, beautiful in decay 
among its more hardy companions. Now and 

I 
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then the chill breeze of autumn comes stealing 
up through the branches, and thej wave gently 
to and firo with that rustling, indescribable 
sound, that falls upon the ear like a soothing 
murmur of waters, as though all the leaves were 
whispered together in low, sweet, musical Yoices. 

The song of the robin is heard £rom the gar« 
den beneath, and the lowing of the cows on the 
common; and now, clear and distinct in the 
evening air, swell the rich, full tones of the 
church clock. How cheerful and pleasant is 
the soimd, bringing with it, as it does, thoughts 
of social village life and busy existence ! And 
yet there is something very impressive, too, in 
the way it utters its short tale, breaking the 
stillness with a warning voice, to tell us that 
another brief hour has sped away, to join its 
predecessors ' adown the gulph of time,' an 
hour more to repent of, an hour less to repent 
in : then suddenly hushing, as though to leave 
the listener to draw his own conclusicm. 

On such an evening, and in such a scene, 
surrounded by all that can gratify the taste and 
soothe the spirits, the aiFections are powerftdly 
attracted towards Him without whom was not 
anything made that was made. All his works 
are praising him ; and as we look abroad, there 
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breatlies from our hearts the sigh of thankful 
adoration. But it is the moral rather than the 
physical prospect which now meets my eye, 
that furnishes matter for meditation. 

The room in which I write is one of upwards 
of two hundred, all forming part of the same 
house, and covered by one roof. Within its 
walls are assembled multitudes of persons from 
all quarters, and of divers dispositions, come in 
pursuit of health, recreation, change of scene, 
according to their respective case and circum- 
stances. What an immense variety in the 
characters, the interests, the situations of those 
who meet daily around the same board, whom 
one hall-door shuts in at night! — and yet the 
same destination awaits each, ' for we must all 
appear before the judgment-seat of Christ.' 

This idea has frequently presented itself 
forcibly to my mind ; and now, when I look 
round at the long tier of windows ranged one 
above another in the wing of the irregular pile 
of buildings stretching away to the right, ima- 
gination is busy with its teeming inhabitants. 
Among them is a plentiM sprinkling of the 
salt of the earth, of those who, mingling with the 
mass of mankind, purify and keep it from cor- 
ruption. To these, placed as they now are, 

I 2 
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how important is the command to let their light 
so shine before men that they may see their 
good works, and glorify their Father which is 
in heaven. 

Never before did I so fully appreciate the 
value of these burning and shming Kghts, shed- 
ding a calm, steady radiance over the sphere in 
which they move, fed by the oil from on high, 
the Holy Spirit of God. Their example shames 
the ungodly, decides the wavering, and counte- 
nances and encourages the timid. Their word 
in season, how good is it, and their prayers — 
ah ! these indeed are precious. I know of no- 
thing more delightful in a place of this sort than 
to think of the prayers of the children of God 
among its inmates constantly rising like a cloud 
of sweet incense, and drawing down the blessing 
of Heaven upon themselves and their compa- 
nions. 

There is a little room at the foot of the great 
staircase, where all assemble to receive their 
bed-chamber candles before retiring to rest, and 
when we all separate for the night, and that the 
long lines of twinkling lights are filing away to 
the right and left, and disappearing among the 
galleries and corridors, I can never help think- 
ing, with a thrill of real pleasure, how many there 
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are of those individuals who, when they enter 
into their closets, shut the door and pray — ^yes, 
really pray, with heart and soul, to their Father 
in heaven. 

As Christians, their charity and love will 
extend to those around them. The unthinking, 
the worldly-minded, those who by their conduct 
and conversation but too plainly shew that they 
give not a thought to the things that belong to 
their everlasting peace, are not forgotten at the 
throne of grace. How astonished would one of 
these careless ones often be, could he see with 
what earnest fervour some child of God, a com- 
parative stranger, perhaps, pleads for him 
before the Majesty on high, urged by that con- 
straining love of souls which cannot behold 
without dismay an immortal being, however 
unconnected, running the fearful risk of eternal 
punishment. 

Speaking of the small room where the can- 
dles of the establishment are kept, reminds me 
of a few evenings since, when I went to the door 
shortly after dusk to ask for a light. It is a little 
place under the stairs, with but just room for the 
shelves on which the candlesticks are ranged, 
and the chair of the young person whose duty 
it is to sit there after nightfall, and distribute 
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them to the visitors. A gentle-looking, fair* 
haired girl she is, always at her post, ready to 
oblige. 

On this evening, however, my request was 
unattended to ; so concluding that Bella (that is 
her name) was out of the way, I pushed open 
the door and peeped in, intending to help my- 
self to a candle. There sat the young woman, 
ensconced in the farthest comer of her little 
sanctum, her head bent over a small and appa^ 
rently well-read Bible that lay open before her, 
in the perusal of which she was so absorbed 
that I stood gazing at her with the greatest 
interest for some moments before she perceived 
me. 

Just as she rose, blushing and confused, to 
hand me a light from the shelf overhead, a 
burst of distant merriment sounded frt)m the 
servant's hall. The contrast was very affecting. 
This young and pretty girl had evidently chosen 
the better part ; and in the midst of the busy 
cares and temptations of a crowded hotel, sur* 
rounded by giddy companions, she found time 
to study the word of life. It was impossible to 
see her engaged in this good work without glo- 
rifying her Father in heaven, whose grace alone 
could enable her thus to differ from others. 
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Such examples are very improving to meet 
with ; and, as I said before, the conviction they 
afford us, that we are among spiritually-minded, 
praying persons, is truly delightful. I remem- 
ber once hearinfif a minister speak of a family 
under his care, for whom he felt great anxiety. 
' Their condition,' he said, « is ve^ sad ; there 
is not one praying person in the house. I con- 
sider such a one,' he added, ' the greatest bless- 
ing; the heart of that individual, whether a 
child, servant, or visitor, under the roof, is a 
sort of family altar, whence the incense of prayer 
and praise ascends continually ; and we know 
not what judgments may be averted from, or 
blessings vouchsafed to, that house in conse- 
quence.' 

Certainly We have abundant proo& in scrip- 
ture of the benefits (in this sense I mean) 
derived from being associated with holy persons. 
Sodom would have been spared had ten righ- 
teous been found in her. Laban had but little 
when Jacob became his servant, and afterwards 
it increased imto a multitude, and the Lord 
blessed him since the young man's coming. So 
it was likewise with the [Egyptian's house for 
Joseph's sake : the blessing of the Lord was 
upon all that he had, in the house and in the 
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field. How often would the whole nation of 
the Israelites have been destroyed but for the 
prayers of Moses ! The Lord relented when 
'^ Moses his chosen stood before him in the gap." 
By the faith of Rahab, her father, her mother, 
her brethren, and all her household, escaped in 
the destruction of Jericho, The poor widow of 
Zarephath had reason to bless the hour when 
Ehjah sought her abode ; and the wealthy 
Shunamite proved that she knew the value of 
having a holy man of God under her roof, by 
her earnest invitation to EUsha to become her 
guest. 

And Naaman, captain of the Syrian monarch's 
host — great man though he was with his mas- 
ter, and honourable, the deliverer of Syria, a 
mighty man in valour — how deplorable would 
his condition have been, but for his humble cap 
tive, the little Israelitish maid ! Though lowly 
her station, a slave and an exile in a heathen 
land, the piety and faith of this child of God 
brought salvation to her master. Her light so 
shone before men in the midst of heathen dark- 
ness, that it led the proud Naaman at length to 
glorify God, to declare his conviction that there 
was no God in all the earth but in Israel, and 
to resolve thenceforth to offer neither burnt- 
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offering nor sacrifice unto other gods, but unto 
the Lord. 

If we wanted further proof that Jehovah does 
vouchsafe his blessings and withhold his judg- 
ments, even in the case of the ungodly, for the 
sake of his believing servants, we have it amply 
in the special exception he makes on one occa- 
sion with respect to the land of Israel. What 
can be stronger or more reiterated than his 
language in Ezekiel, chapter xiv. : — " Though 
these three men, Noah, Daniel, and Job, were 
in it, they should deliver but their own souls by 
their righteousness, saith the Lord God ; they 
shall deliver neither sons nor daughters ; they 
only shall be delivered, but the land shall be 
desolate." 

But while speaking of the efficacy of the fer- 
vent prayer of a righteous man, let me pause to 
bless and praise God that however valuable in 
its degree, the sinner needs not, and must not 
lean on such a comparatively broken reed. Oh, 
no : " There is but one mediator between God 
and men, the man Christ Jesus." He it is who 
has gone up on high to receive gifts for men, 
who ever liveth to make intercession for them. 
No mortal man can deliver his brother, nor 
make agreement unto God for him ; for it cost 
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more to redeem their souls* True the tares 
and the wheat may grow side by side iu this 
world, and the sun may shine and the rain may 
fall alike upon both ; but they shall stand toge- 
ther only until the harvest* At that great and 
terrible day may we be safe under the shadow 
of our Almighty Intercessor ] 

An emin^it living Christian, in relating a 
few particulars of his past life, made some 
observations that recur to me now, while on the 
subject of the importance of a spiritual person 
letting his light shine before men, and praying 
for those around him. 

The individual I allude to was one of three 
brothers, sons of a wealthy merchant, who 
resided in a maritime town, not far from Lon- 
don. The three young men were exceedingly 
talented, and exulting in a conscious superiority, 
affected originality in all their opinions, and 
became philosophers on their own account. 
When the subject of religion began to be dis« 
cussed in the tovm, they entered eagerly into it ; 
the pride of human intellect added to the natu* 
ral enmity of the carnal heart, arrayed them- 
selves in fierce opposition to the humbling doc- 
trines of Christianity, and at last the three 
brothers openly declared themselves infidels* 
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* At this time,' said the gentleman who was 
relating to us his history, ' when my brothers 
and I were glorying in having emancipated 
ourselves from the trammels of superstition and 
priestcraft,— for so we called religion, — there 
was residing in our family, as head clerk and 
manager of my £Either's affidrs, a man of the 
most decided piety. Every thing was entrusted 
to his care, and truly I may compare him to 
Joseph in Potiphar's house, for all his under* 
takings prospered. A blessing seemed to attend 
whatever he was concerned in ; when other 
people's vessels were lost, or cargoes damaged, 
ours arrived safely into port, and my father, 
though notoriously a man of pleasure, and 
n^lectful of his affairs, increased rapidly in 
wealth and consideration* 

' This excellent person was as faithful and 
zealous in his heavenly Master's service, as in 
that of his earthly one ; and I never can help 
thinking that to his prayers, under God, we 
were indebted for the mercy afterwards extend- 
ed to us. Our profane conduct and infidel 
principles were very grievous to him, as may be 
supposed. He never neglected an opportunity 
of admonishing us, and boldly professed his 
sentiments, in the midst of our jeers and scoffs. 



124 SABBATH MUSINGS. 

* These were not spared : we desired no better 
amusement than to torment him, and all that 
our youthful ingenuity could devise was re- 
sorted to, to annoy and try his temper. Ridi- 
cule, nicknames, caricatures ; persecution of 
every kind and in every place was kept up un- 
ceasingly; even at his meals he had no peace. 
The way in which he bore all this, the for- 
bearance, the love he returned to his tormen- 
tors, struck me many a time with astonishment ; 
and how often since then I have glorified 
God for enabling him to shew forth such a 
consistent and attractive example of true 
religion. 

* One day when we were more than usually 
bitter in our taunts and sarcasms, his wife, un- 
able to bear it any longer, rose from the table 
in tears : I overheard her afterwards entreating 
him to refrain from speaking any more to us 
on religious subjects; saying that he exposed 
not only himself, but the cause, to insult. 
* Well,' he replied, * perhaps you are right ; 
but, my dear, you know we can pray for them 
still ; we must redouble our efforts in that way, 
now that no other is left.' 

* This worthy man, after Uving some years 
in my father's employment, fell sick and died. 
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His last act, a few minutes before he breathed 
his last, was to write to us. 1 shall never forget 
his letter ; and never shall I forget the morn- 
ing when it was brought in and laid on my 
desk. — I was engaged in composing a pamphlet 
against Christianity, and one of my brothers 
was in the same room, reading. I took up the 
paper on which were traced, in nearly illegible 
characters, these words : 

' I am departing for that world about which 
we have so often spoken. Before I go 1 write 
to bid farewell to my three dear young friends, 
and to express my hope that when I see them 
again it may not be on the left hand of the Judge.' 

* 1 threw the letter over to my brother, and, 
though my hand was shaking violently, took up 
the pen to go on with my pamphlet ; — but I 
never wrote another word of it. There was, 
I remember, a very long pause, and my brother 
was the first to break silence. 

* * Well,' he said, ' poor — • is gone ! we 
shall have to go too some day, I suppose.' 

* * Yes,' I answered, * and after all, it is a 
bad thing to be obliged to take the leap in the 
dark. It might be worth our while, at all 
events, to try and find out whether there be any 
truth in what he has been telling us.' 
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* That evening, after night&U, my brother 
and I sallied forth and proyided ourselves with a 
Bible, together with a copy of Paley's evidences, 
and two or three other works of the same stamp. 
It pleased God to bless our study of them. 
The brother who was with me when our poor 
friend's letter was brought in was the first to 
become a Christian : a fortnight afterwards he 
was thrown from the top of a coach and killed 
on the spot. 

* The mercy that had just interposed in time 
to save his immortal soul was not lost upon the 
survivors ; and now the ardent desire to endea- 
vour to repair the mischief we had done in our 
native town, by the diffiision of our infidel 
principles, took possession of us. We posted 
printed notices on the walls, stating that on a 
certain day, at a certain place, we would deliver 
a lecture to the people on an important subject 
Hundreds assembled to hear us, and in the 

evening it was reported that the young s 

had gone mad.' 

This was the first step in the useful career of 
the narrator of the above. What has become 
of his remaining brother I know not, but he 
himself selected Ireland as his field of action, 
and established himself there, 'because,' he 
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used to say with a good-humoured smile, * I 
thought you wanted to be looked after a little/ 
He has learned the Irish language,— no easy 
task for an Englishman,— and I have heard him 
preach in it to the poor people, and seen the 
tracts he has written for them in their native 
tongue. 

This truly excellent man is in the constant 
habit of making short journeys on foot, or in 
humble conveyances, in order to bring him in 
contact with the ignorant peasantry, and talk to 
them about their spiritual concerns, in the 
accents they love so well. In short, his time, 
his talents, his property, all are now devoted, 
with the most selfnlenying zeal, to the service 
of Him whom he once derided and despised. 

May all to whom the Lord has vouchsafed 
any measure of light, however &,int and feeble, 
be enabled to let it shine before men t9 his 
glory. May that light increase more and more 
Unto the perfect day, until at last it shines like 
the brightness of the firmament, and as the 
stars for ever and ever in heaven. 



CHAPTER X. 

THE USES OF DISAPPOINTMENTS.— A WALK IN THE STREETS ON 

AN ILLU1£INATI0N NIGHT. 

That * happiness is a * Will o' the Wisp,* ever 
attracting, still eluding the eager hand out- 
stretched to grasp it,' is one of the most com- 
mon-place truisms in daily use among us. We 
have been accustomed to hear it from our cra- 
dles : the same moral sounds in our ears wher- 
ever we turn in this delusive world, — and yet, 
however ready the assent we give to so acknow- 
ledged a fact, it is, perhaps, in our secret hearts, 
the last we are willing to admit. High even 
over the v^^reck of our hopes rises the bright, the 
far, the imattained object, the beau ideal to 
which the heart still clings, and yearns after it 
with desperate fondness and hydra-headed aspi- 
rations, that are cut off in one direction, only 
to spring up more vigorously in another. 

Hence it is, that the checks and disappoint- 
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ments we meet with at many a stage of our 
journey through life^ are^ to sensitive minds 
especially, fraught with such bitter poignancy. 
To the child of God on such occasions, this 
feeling is aggravated by another and a painfriji 
one. While writhing in the pangs of disap- 
pointment at the frustration of some cherished 
object of his wishes, he is alarmed and dis- 
mayed to find how keenly he feels that disap- 
pointment. He, whose treasure and whose 
heart should be in heaven ! 

Alas! at such moments how painful is the 
discovery of the strong hold the things of the 
earth still maintain over him ! He had been 
fondly deceiving himself with the idea that his 
affections were set on things above, and now his 
wounded spirit testifies but too surely that he 
too is pursuing the * Will o' the wisp,' — lured 
away by. that f^tal phantom from the solid joys 
that Ke beyond the ever receding horizon of 
earthly happiness. 

It is, I am convinced, in great mercy that 
our heavenly Father ordains us to be now and 
again bajBBled in our dearest earthly hopes. The 
medicine is bitter, — hard to take ; and we turi^ 
away from the cup with many a throe ; but our 
wise and kind physician can bless what his hand 

K 
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has mixed^ if we ask him to do so, and humble 
ourselves as we ought. Oh that those chas- 
tenings, which, though often unknown and ap« 
parently trifling in the eyes of the worlds are, 
nevertheless, so grievous to the sensitive and 
the sanguine, — oh that they may be received 
with submission, and afterwards yield the peace- 
able fruit of righteousness unto them which are 
exercised thereby ! 

Divine grace, which renews the heart, and 
completely changes its objects and aspirings, is 
of course the only means of efiectually disabu- 
sing it in the vain pursuit of earthly peace. 
Increased experience and reflection, and above 
all the view of the constant restlessness that 
pervades every class of society, shew us plainly 
that man is above his situation, — that he feels 
the stirrings of a nobler principle within, and 
that the cravings of the immortal are not to be 
satisfied with any thing, no matter how exalted, 
which this world can afibrd. 

The Holy Spirit has taught the regenerate 
person the cause of this. He understands some- 
thing of the nature of the God-like image from 
which sin caused man to fall : he knows that 
that image is not totally efiaced, and recognizes 
its voice in the insatiable yearnings and longings 
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after better things than can be found here 
below. He knows where these things alone 
are to be obtained^ and seeks them not in a 
scene where the time is short, of which the 
fashion passeth away^ which is not our rest, for 
we have no continuing city here. 

The natural man, on the contrary, impelled 
by the same restless desires after the unattained, 
and whose views do not extend beyond the 
grave, commences a fruitless search in this 
world for the peace which this world cannot 
give. Every one imagines that it is to be found 
in some particular position which he does not 
occupy. 

The high-bom damsel, surrounded even to 
surfeiting, with all that can minister to taste, 
luxury and refinement, leans back in her cush- 
ioned equipage in listless discontent, and directs 
an envious glance towards the bright-eyed cot- 
tage maiden, past whose lowly dwelling she is 
borne. Visions of Arcadian peace and sylvan 
happiness, far from the cloying, wearying pomps 
of the worlds float across her imagination ; and 
amid scenes of village life and cheerful toil, — 
the quiet stream, the busy mill, the shady walk, 
the harvest home, the hay-field, the picturesque 
cottage with its clustering vines and smiling 
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garden, — she builxls her airy castle o£ hap- 
piness. ; ■'.'.,' 

Meanwhile, the. rustic maiden pauses in her 
work ; — she lays down her pail to take a long 
gaze at the jewelled beauty sweeping by, pil- 
lowed in luxury and pomp* The. rosy smile of 
health and exercise dies away £rom her roimd 
cheek, — a shade darkens her merry black eye, 
and a sigh of intense admiration and envy swells 
her kerchief as she looks after the brilliant 
equipage, and thinks how supremely blest must 
be its happy occupant. 

The unlearned imagines that intellectual at- 
tainments procure happiness, while the learned 
and the cultivated exclaim that ^ Ignorance is 
bliss,' and declare that to refine the feelings is 
only to make them more acutely alive to painful 
impressions ; and that the beauty of the polish 
is too dearly bought at the cost of the rubs and 
injuries to which it is rendered liable. 

One reason of our proneness to place happi- 
ness in a situation foreign to our own, is that 
we see ourselves as we are, and *' the heart 
knoweth its own bitterness : " whereas others 
appear decked out in the conventional smiles 
of society, — that mask which keeps out of view 
the hopes and fears, anxieties and annoyances 
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that throb alike in every human breast. Could 
we see into the homes and hearts of others, 
how far moi'e justly shpuld we estimate the im- 
partiality of our heavenly Father in the dis- 
tribution of his gift8,--how much more grate- 
fully and contentedly should we receive that 
portion which he has been pileased to allot to 
ourselves ! 

I have often thought how delightful it would 
be to have, just for one hour, the power pos. 
sessed by Le Sage's diable boiteux, of knovrmg 
what is going; on in the interiors around: not 
for the gratification of idle curiosity, but as an 
interesting picture of human nature in its many 
shades and varieties. 

One of th^ most amusing promenades I ever 
made, and vAich afibrded a glimpse into many 
little domestie scenes of this kind, was. through 
the streets of tai town where a general illumina- 
tion was going on. It was on the occasion of 
the retuiti to Parliameatof a popular candidate; 
disturbances were expected, and the military 
had been called Out. This added veryimuch 
to the picturesque efffect of the whole thing. 
The ringing hoofs of the cavalry horses and the 
clank of their accjoutrementsy at that deep 
Inidni^t hour ; the anna i)f the troo^^rs. now 



134 SABBATH MUSINGS. 

gleaming in the cold pale moonshine, and now 
flashed brightly in the vivid stream of light 
from the illuminated spots* Large bonfires 
were burning at the head of every street, and 
the groups gathered round these, their eager 
and excited faces brought out into high relief 
by the strong red glare, — the flames mounting 
fiercely upwards, and now and again descend* 
ing upon the crowd in a shower of brilliant 
sparks — all combined to form a striking and 
most picturesque scene. 

In returning home, we had to pass up a long 
street of dwelling-houses. They were illuminated 
by candles fixed in each window-pane, and so 
strong was the light from these, that every ob» 
ject within the rooms was distinctly visible even 
to the farthest corner. The succession of do* 
mestic interiors, and the curious contrasts be« 
tween some of them, were most interesting, 
-aregular gaUery of moving, living pictures. 

The first, I remember, was a dingy looking 
parlour where a solitary old lady sat buried in 
the ample pillows of an easy chair before the 
fire. She was very much wrapped up, and 
looked infirm and paralyzed, with her head 
sunk on her chest. There were no symptoms 
of any kind of occupation, books^ work, ox 
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knitting about ; and the tall candles on the 
bare mahogany table had long, unsnuffed wicks* 

In the next house to this, a cheerful family 
party were gathered round the tea-table, on 
which * the bubbling and loud-hissing urn ' 
sent up its * steamy column.' Farther on 
was a school. Crowds of eager, happy young 
faces were pressing roimd the windows, gazing 
out with delight and curiosity at the brilliant 
illuminations. This was a most animated little 
picture, and in perpetual movement. At the 
end of the room stood a harp and a piano-forte, 
and beyond them, in the corner, with her face 
to the wall, was a poor little girl, apparently in 
grievous disgrace and sad woe, prevented from 
sharing with her merry companions in the 
pleasures of the evening. How I longed to 
intercede for her ! 

The next room — it is before me now ; and 
what a contrast to the last ! It had been con- 
verted into a sort of office or counting-house ; 
and the only articles of furniture therein con- 
tained were a large dreary-looking wooden 
desk, and two high stools without backs, placed 
one at each side of it. The desk was covered 
with papers and parchments, and on the stools 
sat two pale, worn-out looking clerks, apparently 
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overwhelmed with care and business. One of 
them, with his shoulders up to his eaxs, and 
his back bowed like a semi^rde^ wa& writing 
away most diligently. The other, a half-fitarved 
forlorn figure, his elbows resting on the wooden 
desk, his knees drawn iq> to his chin, the 
tails of hi^ thread->bare coat depending from 
the high, back-less stool, and a pen behind his 
ear, was poring over what seemed, from his 
puzzled looks and contracted brows,* to be some 
complicated account. 

The roomy with its cold, grey, comfortless 
walls, and bare unadorned i^pearance, was 
quite in keeping with the occupants ; and aU 
together there was something in the ^ole 
group that made us pause for a moment op- 
posite. 

The lower rooms of the next two or thiiee 
houses, I remember, were all dark and boarded 
up, belonging probably ta some political oppo- 
nents of thb -returned candidate, who had thu9 
secured their windows against the stones and 
missiles of the mob. Then pame a small house, 
within which was a quiet scene of ^home->boni 
happiness, fireside enjoyments : ' a cheerftd 
blaze, books, musical instruments, a work-- 
table. A lady, young and pretty,, was seated 
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at the latter^ and beside her. on, the sofa^ a 
young man, her husband perhapi^ with aTolume 
in his hand, which he seemed to be reading 
aloud for her. 

In a handsomely fitted-up drawing room, at 
the end of the street, I observed another pair, 
very different from this. The gentleman, with 
his coat buttoned up to his throat, hands buried 
in his pockets, head sunk down between his 
shoulders, and long outstretched legs, looked 
the very picture of ennui, or rather of dogged 
stupid resign^ltion to bis fate. Opposite him 
sat his uliprepossessing-looking .' help-mate, 
whose fretful discontented countenance seemed 
to promise but little sunshine either to herself 
or her companion. 

But I must pause in my sketches. These 
little scenes, though every-day and common- 
place, interested me at the time, owing per-* 
haps to a peculiar fondness and turn, for ob- 
serving character, as well as to this rather un* 
usual mode of indulging the propensity. Doubt- 
less the various actors, in these and many more 
tableaux, had no idea how completely their 
movements were laid open to the observation 
of the passers by ; for vrithout trying it, no 
one. can imagine tlie effect of. even a single 
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candle at night, in making objects within a 
room visible outside. 

To return to where I set out : If we could 
all see into each other's situations, as on an 
illumination night, we should begin to disco- 
ver that every class and circumstance has its 
joys and sorrows, its comforts and discomforts. 
Doubtless the solitary old lady, who seemed to 
have outlived all that makes life desirable, 
might have envied the youthful limbs and 
bounding activity of her little neighbours in 
the school ; not considering that the transitory 
sorrows of childhood are as poignant while they 
last, as those of riper years, and that the tear 
that flows down the rosy cheek of infancy, is 
not the less bitter because so soon followed by 
a smile. 

The poor toil-worn clerks again might have 
coveted the leisure-time, and lazy stretch before 
the fire, of the unoccupied gentleman last des- 
cribed; whereas he, in his turn, would proba- 
bly consider the domestic evil he was burdened 
with as far more grievous than the most intri- 
cate account that ever puzzled the brains of a 
calculator. 

Yes; in every situation of life there is a 
ruffled rose-leaf in the Sybarite's couch^ a 
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vineyard of Naboth the Jezreelite. And it is 
well it should be so. Had we all we wished 
for and desired, we should sit down satisfied 
in this world : were the jewel of earthly hap- 
piness within our reach, we should never seek 
after the pearl of great price. They that be 
whole need not a physician, but they that are 
sick ; and thus were we not sometimes weary, 
heavy-laden, and disappointed, we should not 
go to Christ to find rest unto our souls. Rest! 
Ah that is a word that belongeth not to this 
earthly scene; the Christian dares not rest. 
We have a Master to serve, a work to do, a 
race to run, a battle to fight, talents to employ. 
We must watch and pray, and strive to enter 
in at the strait gate, and work out our salva- 
tion with fear and trembling, and that in the 
face of our adversary the devil, with powers 
and principalities arrayed against us. Yes, the 
Christian has need to keep his armour bright ; 
he is surrounded by enemies ; without are 
fightings, within are fears. 

But, blessed be God, there is a rest. And 
when at last all is over — ^when to the weary 
pilgrim, after the burden and heat of the day, 
the time of departure is at hand — ^when he has 
fought a good fight and finished his course^ and 
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kept the faith, there is the crown ! the crown 
of righteousness laid up, which the Xiord, the 
righteous judge, shall give at that day to all 
that love his appearing. Then will be found 
that rest which remaineth unto the people of 
God. In their Father's house are many man- 
sions ! 



CHAPTER XI. 

THE RmtR LBB. — DEATH OF f^B RBVk HORACE TOWNSHEND. 

When the halo of old endeared association is 
flung over scenery whose beauty is in itself 
sufficient to rivet the gaze and extort the ad- 
miration of even the passing stranger, the charm 
is complete. I read this truth in every wave 
of yonder shining river, that rolls so musically 
by. Beautiful. Lee ! once more I am on thy 
banks ! Once more my eyes revel in delight 
upon that lovely picture to which familiarity 
but seems to add &esh charms ; — ^more fair, 
more precious now that for the hundredth time 
I gaze on thee, than when thy beauties charmed 
in days gone by, my childish imagination. 

Never since then have I beheld the stream I 
would compare with thee. The lordly Rhine, 
whose majestic banks, rocky and bare or clad 
with vines, are crowned with bold baronial 
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towers; — the Elbe flanked with " eternal 
forests/' dark fir or gloomy pine ; — the Meuse, 
rich and smiHng in all its quiet loveUness ;— 
the lonely Wye that murmurs on so tranquilly 
in the deep stillness and seclusion of its roman- 
tic shores ; — the Churnet, winding and linger- 
ing^ loth to quit the woods^ and hills^ and 
lovely vallies that skirt its varied course ; — none 
are to me as thou, sweet Le,e ! Their beauties 
fascinate my taste, while admiration deeper 
than words can tell, fills my eye : — the homage 
of my heart is thine. 

No wonder I should love thee ! Thy banks 
are dotted with the homes of cherished friends; 
amongst them is the hospitable roof of One 
dearer than all, deeply and fondly loved. Thy 
waters as they murmur by are frau&fht to me 
with other music than their own ;-kind wel- 
comes, old familiar tones, voices of love, sounds 
hallowed by aflection. Each fairy bay, each 
curve and headland of thy well-known shores 
brings with it scenes of childhood, and wakens 
up remembrances of happy days passed on 
thy pleasant banks. No wonder I should love 
thee ! 

Association is a talisman, and ^ ancient memo- 
ries ' are mighty spells ; but the Lee requires 



THE RIVER LEE. 143 

them not to move the admiration of the be- 
holder. Perhaps it is because I love the spot, 
or that familiarity has endeared the view from 
thence, but nowhere, methinks, does the river 
look so lovely as from the terrace walk of dear 
Castle Mahon. There it widens into a lake- 
like expanse, and the channel is so capricious 
in its windings that the vessels seem to be 
crossing at times from shore to shore, and are 
now and then lost sight of behind the project- 
ing headlands. 

How often on a still, calm day, when not a 
breath disturbed the glassy surface of the waters, 
and the heavens and they were of one soft 
delicious blue, have I leaned over the low 
parapet and drank in the quiet delights of the 
hour. Blackrock castle on the right, with its 
tower and battlements: — the opposite shore 
sloping gently upwards, every rock and tree 
and building reflected and prolonged deep down 
in the shining waters ; — the distant town lying 
at the end of the beautiful vista formed by the 
lofty banks, and softened by the silvery haze 
that floated around it like a veil ; — the ships 
at anchor, motionless, sleeping as it were on 
the mirror-like surface of the transparent river, 
and immediately below me the fishing-nets 
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drying in the sun, and the little boats drawn 
up on the beach ; all forming as lovely a pic- 
ture of still life as ever soothed the spirits, or 
charmed the fancy. 

At such moments of exquisite enjoyment, 
when not a sound broke the stillness, save the 
silvery rippling of the waves against the pebbly 
shore, there has seemed a sort of quiet en- 
chantment over the whole scene, and I have 
scarcely dared to breathe lest I should break 
the spell. 

Then in the evening when the tide is out, 
and all the little fishing-boats are astir, and the 
nets taken down from their long poles, how 
busy is the scene ! . What a hum of voices rises 
from the beach : how eager is the look out, as 
the net is dragged ashore, for the glancing 
scales of the salmon, leaping and struggling in 
its meshes ; what disappointment in the impitr 
tient gesture with which it is flung down when 
nothing has been caught I Many an interesting 
scene in holy writ, and thoughts of Him who 
once stood by Gennesaret's lake and watched 
the toils of the lowly fishermen, rise up at the 
sight. 

And now the picture darkens : the shades of 
night begin to fall, and ^ sweet Glanmire ' hfna 
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faded afway in the diiStancer Bright and Sigh 
beams the watch-light on tie castle-tower, and 
the far-6ff town shines out like a' terrestrial 
constellation with the united radiance of its 
many lamps. Along the shore, from every 
isolated villa there gleatns a light whose bright 
reflection trembles in the deep dark waters; 
and on the river too are tiny fires, flashing into 
momentary brilliancy from the dect of some 
little ve^el at anchor, dancing and sparkling in 
the waves below, and then subsiding into sudden 
darknesd. 

Not always is the scene froih the terrace of 
this calm and pkcid character. Oh no ! And 
be^titiM' it is to see the tossing waves, crested 
and lipped with white, andflie sea-feii^ds wheeliri^ 
over-head, or breasting the billows, rising and 
sinking on their sWelhng surface. And spirit- 
stiiting is the sight when the majestic brig, the 
graceful sloop or schooner, with its bright i*ed^ 
aiils and slanting masts, comes bearing on under 
a ptess of canvass ; " walking the Waters like a 
thing of life," while the sun-beams glance from 
its polished sides, and a cloud of milk-white 
spray is leaping and playing around the prow. 
Or when the superb steamer sweepsrapidly by, 
leaving behind it a sable pennon of curling 

L 
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smoke over-head, and beneath a foaming track 
in the disturbed and heaving waters. 

But let me not forget the witching moon- 
light hour : then indeed does the Lee look her 
loveliest. The heavens one canopy of splendid 
purple, — the silver moon mirroring herself in 
the flood : earth and sky full of soft shadowy 
light, excepting in that one bright spot where 
the moon-beams are sleeping on the river, and 
the waves are glittering in their * silver sheen.' 

Truly it is an enchanting hour! A holy 
calm seems shed abroad ; the heavens are tell- 
ing the glory of God, the firmament shewing his 
handy -work ; not a breath disturbs the aspira- 
tions of the soul towards her Creator, not a 
soimd is heard, save the measured swell of the 
tide, the soft rushing of the night breeze 
through the tall cypresses, and the long, wild, 
plaintive cry of the curlews answering each 
other along the shore. 

To-day all is wrapped in gloom, and a thick 
December mist overhangs the lovely view from 
my favourite terrace. I would not it were 
otherwise. Many hearts around are sad, and 
when the spirit is in heaviness, the smihng 
earth and brilliant sunshine jar painfully against 
it we seek for sympathy even in inanimate 
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objects, and that of unconscious nature soothes 
us in our hour of distress. 

My eyes are fixed on yonder gilding stream, 
but my thoughts have taken their mournful 
way across the fields to Douglas church, and 
they are busy with the scene within its walls 
this morning at the hour of prayer. Well 1 
ween that many a tearful eye was there, and 
many a faultering voice, when the hymn was 
raised, refused to do its office, and many a heart 
was wrung with anguish at the sight of that pulpit. 

Well may they mourn, that little flock ! their 
beloved shepherd is gone ! Sudden and stun- 
ning was the blow. His sun went down at noon. 
Three Sabbaths since he was in his place, full 
of life and youth, in all the pride of intellect, 
rejoicing in his bright and useful career, doing 
his Master's work with all the energy and zeal 
of his most gifted mind ; — now that place shall 
know him no more. Three Sabbaths since his 
elastic footsteps trod those courts, and there he 
administered to his people the Lord's Supper ; 
(Alas ! how little did they then imagine it was 
the last time they should receive it from his 
beloved hands ! ) — now the dust has returned 
to the earth as it was, and the spirit unto God 
who gave it. 

L 2 
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Well may they numrn! Well may the 
desolation caused by the sad news be wide and 
far-spread as it is. Never was minister so 
priced, so loved as Horace Townahend, — ^never 
was confidence more endearing than that which 
subsisted between him and his parishioners. 
Their friend, their guide, their counsellor } the 
delightful companion of their social hours, 
adorning every subject he touched upon with 
the rich stores of his highly-cultivated mind ; 
his conversation full of animation^ g^racefully 
blending the sparkling intelligence of the man 
of refined intellect, with the deep spirituality 
of the Christian minister. 

The voice of mourning sounds from eresy 
house and cottage ; rich and poor, all have lost 
a friend : — one who entered into dieir every joy 
and sorrow, and sympathised with them in all 
their difficulties and afflictions^ Truly he was 
made for sympathy. I never heard a voice so 
full of tenderness, — so finely modulated to ex- 
press the kindliest feelings, — so aflkctionate in 
its rich, sweet tones. It was indeed the £Edth^ 
ful echo of a heart overflowing vritb benevo*- 
lence and Christian loi^. 

Mr. Town^end was as distinguished a 
preacher as he was indefatigable in. the active 
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labours oi his parish. The numbers that flocked 
from all parts to hear him were so great that it 
was found necessarj to increase the accommo- 
datioBS of Douglas chiirdi, by erecting galleries 
and making addUional pews. 

His sermons were of a very high order, 
appealing 'foreiUy as w^l to the reason as to 
the affections, by the clearness and beauty of 
the arguments, and the touching tenderness of 
the imagery throughout. They evidenUy flowed 
from a heart full of the kindliest feelings, com- 
bined with a masterly intellect: and were de- 
livered with so much life and animation ; such 
an earnest and intelligent conviction on the part 
of the pceacher of the value, the reality of what 
be uttered, that the efiect was irresistible. 

And then his countenance, — so bright, so 
animated, so full of holy joy and Christian love, 
so indicative of the character of his religion ; 
that he served the Lord with gladness, and re- 
joiced in him aiway^ Truly the Irish church 
has lost a distinguished ornament, and her 
members a living epistle, known and read of 
all men, preaching by example as well as 
doctrine. 

But among the many whom this calamity has 
weighed down with sorrow, there is one before 
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whose bitter anguish every other sinks into 
nothing. Oh who can think of her without a 
bleeding heart I widowed and desolate in her 
early youth ; the bright morning of life darken- 
ed by such a cloudy — such smiling prospects 
marred ! hers is indeed a heavy trial : the cup 
of domestic happiness scarcely tasted when it 
was dashed from her lips, — left with an orphan 
babe, and soon to become mother of one on 
whom no father's smile can ever rest, for whom 
no father's heart can ever leap vnth joy when 
tidings are brought that " a man is bom into 
the world." 

This is one of those events that exercise the 
faith of the Christian, and force us to confess 
that the Lord's ways are not our ways, nor his 
thoughts as our thoughts. 

Short-sighted man would have pleaded for the 
continued life of this young and gifted minister, 
and have pronounced that the church could but 
ill spare his valuable labours at such a time as 
this. New duties, new responsibilities, a new 
career, as it were, was just opened before him, 
and he had hardly embarked in it, with all the 
characteristic energy of his zealous and buoyant 
mind, when he was cut down as a flower. 

But a few short months since he was appoint- 
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ed to the living, where for some years past he 
acted as curate to the former incumbent. On 
the death of the late rector it was destined to 
another than Mr. Townshend, but so strong, so 
unanimous, so irresistible was the petition for- 
warded to the noble patron by all the parish- 
ioners, earnestly entreating that their beloved 
pastor might not be removed from them, that 
he yielded to their wishes, and conferred the 
living upon him. How fervent and universal 
was the joy caused by this appointment, — joy, 
alas ! so soon to be turned into mourning! 

A new field was thus opened. Douglas was 
the chosen spot where Mr. Townshend proposed 
establishing himself, and the whole neighbour- 
hood, rich and poor, exulted in the prospect of 
having him permanently fixed among them. 
He took a place, into which he was to have 
removed in a few months, and the moments he 
could spare from the duties of his parish were 
spent in improving this abode, where his afiec- 
tionate people looked forward to see him enjoy- 
ing long years of domestic happiness and minis- 
terial usefulness. 

But the Lord had decreed otherwise: his 
mansion in his Father's house was ready for 
him, that building made without hands, eternal 
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in the heavens. A cold> caught while about 
his Master's business^ brought om fever, which 
in a few days proved £Ett;al, and the light which 
had shone before men,— oh how brighUy— for 
a few short years, was quenched in amcnaa^nt. 

It is a heavy, aujd most unexpected stroke, 
but the will of God be done ! Poor human 
nature struggles hard when its desires are 
crossed, and its ideas of expediency are irrpcc^- 
cileable with the divine dealings; — ^but the 
Lord gave and the Lord hath taken away, and 
has not he himself cpndo^epded jto say^ " What 
I do, thou knowest not now, but thou shalt 
know hereafter." 

Faith extends her view beyp^d the cold, ^ar^ 
row tomb, and follows the glonj^led spirit to 
its everlasting home. Then hp^ sielfish dfi 
regrets appear! If there be joy among the 
angels in heaven over the poor repenting si ^}l^r> 
with what rapture must the heavenly hp^t 
receive the Christian warrior, the mQ^e tfaan 
conqueror through Him that loved him, whei^ 
he comes to cast hi^ crown at his Iledpeiper*s 
feet ! How must that white-robed band rejpice 
when "Welcome thou good and faithful ser- 
vant " re-echoes through the courts oi etenuty, 
when the raospjned one is ijjshered into bis 
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Saviour's presence^ to be {ac ever with the 
Lord* 

What A contrast between his state^ whose 
6^ly gcetve is watered by such bitter tears^ and 
that of the poor sorrowing friends who met this 
morning in his bereaved church ! His journey 
is over — ^his work is done. No tale of sorrow ; 
no sight of suffering can now distress his feeling 
heart. He has for ever left this body of sin, 
this earthly tabernacle in which all do groan, 
being burdened; mortality is swaUowedup of 
life. No spiritual conflicts can ever more assail 
him ; no agitating hopes and fears ;-^no yearn- 
ings over the souls committed to his charge. 
The watchman is released from his anxious 
post; the soldier who cheered on to the battle 
sounds the trumpet no more ; God has removed 
him early from the burden and heat of the day, 
and given him to wear the crown before he had 
borne as much of the cross as falls to the share 
of many pilgrims in this vale of tears. 

Servant of God ! well done ; 
Rest from thy loy*d employ ; 
The battle fought, the victory won. 
Enter thy Master's joy. 

And shall we reap no lesson from this painful 
trial ? Oh yes. The animated tones of him 
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we weep are yet ringing in our ears : though 
dead, he speaketh. His words, his bright ex- 
ample — these are a precious legacy he has 
bequeathed to us. Let us think how ardently, 
how indefatigably, he laboured in his master's 
service, and how many are the good works that 
follow him, though the night so soon came, the 
night of death, in which no man can work. 

It is an awful warning — let us lay it to heart ; 
and while we bless God's holy name for all his 
servants departed this life in his faith and fear, 
let us earnestly beseech him to give us grace 
so to follow their good examples, that with them 
we may be partakers of his heavenly kingdom. 



CHAPTER XII. 

BPFBCTS OP RELIGION ON A WOMAN'S MIND. — ^YOUNG MAN AT 

R08STRBV0R. 

It is generally admitted that women are more 
devout than men, or I should rather say that 
the numbers of the former who are under the 
influence of religion, exceed that of the other 
sex. It seems in the nature of things that so it 
should be, and indeed considering the charac- 
ter, disposition, and circumstances of women, it 
is only wonderful that so few should, like Mary 
of old, have chosen the better part. 

I have often, in reflecting on the subject, 
thought this one of the most striking illustra- 
tions of the necessity for the work of the Holy 
Spirit, — for the new heart produced by its 
regenerating influence, and the affections for 
heavenly things, which no natural cause or cir- 
cumstance, however apparently favourable, can 
. create. 
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Humanly speaking, a woman's position in 
society is calculated to lead her steps into the 
narrow path^ or^ at ]rmi^ io peaader th^n less 
prone to fall into the bnMd one. First, her 
home education under a parent's eye, safe and 
secure firom the temptations, snares, and evil 
example which her brother is early sent forth 
to encounter in that miniature world, a pubUc 
school. Then the comparatively retired tenor 
of her after-life, her seclusion from the active 
pursuits ajtid engrossing emres, from tbe bustle 
and turmoil, and the contact with all sorts of 
characters which a professional career invcdves ; 
these are so many obsta^s from which woman's 
path is free. 

Her dependent condition^ delicate frame, and 
natural helplessness, tend to produce a trustii^ 
and confiding disposition) and lead her to look 
up to those whom providence has appointed a3 
her protectors and guides. This disposition one 
should think well calculated to fi.t the mind for 
the reception of that religion whose first prin- 
ciple is a complete surrender of self, a renoun- 
cing of our own strength; which inculcates 
gentleness, humility, and the meek and sulnnis- 
sive spirit that forms so lovely a feature in the 
female character. 
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ETen those who diseountenaoce vital godli- 
ness agree that its graceful amd softening effects 
are well cakulated to harmonizewith a woman's 
mind; while the conscious mental superiority, 
tbe vigour, strength, and loftj independencey— ^ 
lit short, all the bold and energetic qualities that 
constitute the pride of manhood,, present many 
difficulties in the way of the humbling and sub- 
duing doctrines of the gospeL 

But the chief reason why religion should 
come home with an especial welcome to a 
woman's breast, remains to be noticed. She is 
peeuliariy " a creature of the affections : " the 
sweet charities of life seem to belong to her. 
To minister to the enjoyments of those she 
loves/ — to bind up the broken-hearted^-— to 
sympathize with the sorrows of others, and 
endeavour to mitigate their griefs, — to take her 
watchful stand beside the bed of pain^ and 
soodie the weary sufferer with a thousand 
minute and gentle attentions, — all these are 
peculiarly a woman's duties. Who can fulfil 
them! so well as one whose sensitive feelings and 
often suffering frame quicken her sympathies, 
and teach her how to apply the bahn to wounds 
of which she has herself known the i^nart ? 

And if these be feminine ^ties, axe they not 
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also Christian ones ? Surely they are : surely 
a religion of love, a law of which love is the 
fulfilling, ought not to be grievous to those 
whose afiections cling so fondly, so firmly, often 
so blindly to their cherished objects. It would 
seem no unnatural effort to direct the over- 
flowing sympathies, wasted it may be on ficti- 
tious sorrows, and the false tenderness often 
given to unworthy objects and pampered fa- 
vourites, into the legitimate channel of Chris- 
tian benevolence. 

So reason pleads, but revelation tells another 
tale. Yes, woman's heart, fond though it be, — 
throbbing with anxioujs tenderness, loving on 
through evil and good report, and clinging with 
persevering devotion, even where reason would 
disapprove, — ^woman's heart, that can melt at a 
tale of human woe, and be so easily touched 
with compassion and moved to sympathy, is — 
stone ! hard, cold and stony imtil the Spirit 
breathe on it with warm and life-giving in- 
fluence. 

Natural instincts and tendencies remain how- 
ever in her breast, and, oh! wha.t exciting 
reflections should this idea awaken ! If nature 
can, as many touching facts have proved, make 
her so devoted, so sympathising, so full of kind- 
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liness and gentle affections, what ought not 
grace to effect ? Heart-searching and important 
question ! How anxiously should those to whom 
the Holy Spirit has been vouchsafed, seek to 
heighten with its divine fruits the feminine 
graces with which they may have been gifted ! 

*' Love, joy, peace, long-suffering, gentleness, 
goodness, faith, meekness, temperance," — these 
lovely qualities so formed to adorn the female 
character, how carefully should they be culti- 
vated by her who has at heart, not the credit of 
womanhood, but the glory of Christianity. How 
watchful should she be to check every ungentle 
temper and unkind word, — to fulfil, with double 
tenderness and double affection, all the sweet 
relationships of life, — to shew by her humility, 
modesty, self-denial, her readiness to enter into 
the feelings of others, and to act in that beau- 
tiful spirit of charity which hopeth all tilings, 
believeth all things and thinketh no evil, — that 
she is indeed under the influence of a religion 
of love. 

Oh, let not the " ministering angel'* of the 
poet exceed in kindly affections the follower of 
the Lord Jesus Christ. The sex, it is true, has 
been represented in imaginary colours, and 
raised to an unnatural pedestal by its dreaming 
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and fiinczfbl famtgraats, — Imt Aere is a jewel 
precioos in tiie sigbt of God, which can adorn 
wuman's bcow better than all the fidse tinsel in 
which poetrr and romance hare arrayed her, — 
eren the oraam^it of a meek and quiet spirit. 
She mar ft^are, — woe unto her if she do not ! 
to a better, a hc^ier, a mioie kir^ eminence 
than the £iUes of chi^ahj hare taeigsted her ; 
for Christianity adorns and beantifies all it 
ton^iesy and those who think not so, know Uttle 
of its essence. 

Would that the life of ereary daughter of 
Christ dkl indeed pxore to the world that those 
who are tsnght of Imn learn loreHer lessons 
than can be called from the poetry md senti- 
ment of human nature ! Would that each felt 
the deep responsibility that rests on her in this 
re^>ect! Where can we find, in the most 
b^hly-wrought descriptions of female perfec- 
tion, a &irer picture than that of ''a virtuons 
woman, whose price is &r above rubies,** in 
Proverbs, chap, xxxi ? There is a whole volume 
of poetry and feeling in that one trait akme ! 
** In her Umffue is tie law of kindness ^^ so 
beautifully expres^ve of a loving heart, that 
shrinks from giving pain, or wounding another 
by a heedless word. 
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The sacred voliime abounds with teaches as 
tender, as graceful, as affectionate as this;-^ 
touches which, if combined and acted upon 
would form a fchalracter reflecting the features of 
divinity itself — " Be kindly affectioried on^'to 
another, tender hearted, forgiving. Rejoice 
with them that do rejoice, and weep with theW 
that weep : be ye all of one rdind, having com* 
passion one of another; love as brethren, be 
pitiful, be courteous. Beloved, let us love one 
another, for love is of God; and eveiy one 
that loveth is born of God, and tnoweth God. 
There is no fear in love ; perfect love casteth 
out fear. Love is the ftilfilling of the La#." 

The children of this world frequently offef 
a bright and humbling example to the childreh 
of light in this respect. Many lovely instances 
have I seen, and often haVe I thought * If 
natural affection can do all this, what ought 
not divine grace and divine loVe superadded^ 
to effect ? ' 

One there wiais whom I had constant oppor- 
tunities of observing, and who perhaps at the 
time had n6 higher motive for her acts, than 
the high, but still subordinate one of conjugal 
affection. Her husband was a person of iin<^ 
usually acute feeliigs and refined sensibilities, 

M 
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and oh! how anxiously did she guard them 
from injury even at the expense of her own ! — 
how watchful and unceasing was her tender- 
ness ! — how eagerly she anticipated every evil 
tidings^ that she might either endeavour to 
conceal them altogether, or else break them to 
him herself so as to give the least possible an- 
noyance ! — how she would try to overcome her 
own little vexations, and struggle virith and 
subdue even bodily indisposition, that at his 
return to his home after the toils of the day, 
he might find there a smiling welcome and a 
cheerful hearth. 

Little did the object of all this self-denying 
love know, as he seated himself beside her on 
the sofa, the effort with which but a few mo- 
ments before she had raised an aching head 
from the pillow where its sufferings might well 
have claimed such an indulgence : little did he 
imagine how often, in her anxious care that he 
should find none but the roses of life, she was 
wounded by the thorns her affection removed 
from his path. 

The foregoing remarks are not made with 
any view of exalting the female character. Far 
be such an object from me, who know a little 
from observation, and well, alas! too well> 
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from experieDce its many, many faults; and 
who besides belong to a country where the 
" weaker vessels," in every class of life, early 
learn their place in the creation, and are ready, 
both &om training and natural disposition, to 
defer to that sex which they are taught to look 
up to as their superiors, mentally as well as 
physically. 

To endeavour to exalt themselves, or to 
shake off their dependent condition, is a folly 
which robs the daughters of Eve of all their 
attractions. Common sense alone, to say no- 
thing of self-interest and the feeling of their 
own deficiencies, ought to make them glory in 
the superiority of their natural protectors, and 
thankfully recognize it, while claiming for 
themselves the softer qualities, and an influ- 
ence which, though unobstrusive, is widely ac- 
knowledged and involves deep responsibilities. 

My object is to stir up in others, and es- 
pecially in myself, a holy jealousy for the glory 
of God, the credit of the Christian pfofession, 
and the sanctifying effects of the blessed Spirit. 
St. Peter, in addressing those who have been 
renewed by the Holy Ghost, and redeemed by 
the precious blood of Christ, urges them on 
those accounts to increased vigilance : '^ Seeing 

M 2 
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ye have purified your souls in obeying the truth 
through the Spirit unto unfeigned love of the 
brethren, see that ye love oue another vdth a 
pure heart fervently." 

And shall women, * professing godliness/ 
whose hearts the Holy Spirit has condescended 
to make his temples, allow themselves to be 
surpassed by the children of this world in the 
purity, the fervency, the unselfishness of their 
love ? Oh no. Let us bear in mind that our 
natural feminine qualities are so many talents 
to be traded with in our Master's service : let 
us endeavour to improve and cultivate them, 
so as to adorn the doctrine of our God and 
Saviour. 

" Whatsoever things are pure, whatsoever 
things are lovely, whatsoever things are of 
good report ; if there be any virtue, and if 
there be any praise, let us think on these 
things : " and, may that God who has promised 
to give power to the faint, and to increase 
strength* to them that have no might, enable us, 
poor, weak, frail creatures, to practise them 
in some degree : and in some degree, however 
small, to shew forth the immense superiority 
of divine grace over fallen nature. 

To return to the reasons why heavenly aflfec- 
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tiona • should be peculiarly the objects of a 
woman*s desires. 

She has known the force of earthly ones, 
and has felt the bitter anguish that often re- 
sults from their too fond indulgence. It is the 
natural impulse of a loving heart to twine it- 
self roimd those that are near atid dear to it, — 
to rear up its idol within the hallowed pre- 
cincts of the domestic circle, — to lavish on a fel- 
low-mortal that which belongs to the Creator. 
Gx>d wills not this. He does that for us which 
we have not courage to do for ourselves ;•— and 
in pity to her whose love is so strong, and whose 
strength is so weak, he cuts off the right hand, 
and pluckis out the right eye, she would never 
herself be able to cast from her. Yes ; many 
a daughter, sister, mother, wife, has learned 
what it is to have her treasure in earthern ves- 
sels, — to venture her all of happiness in some 
frail bark, that a breath of sickness, a blast of 
death may destroy, and make a total ship- 
wreck. 

This is why women especially should so 
earnestly seek to have their affections set on 
things above ; those affections through which, 
because of their deep and ardent nature, they 
are so liable to be wounded, and from which 
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they receive such agoniziiig lesscms. Small 
excuse have they to plead, and strange it is 
that with the strong necessity so obviously 
presented to their eyes, crften so painfully 
brought home to their bleeding hearts, for the 
love of Christ to be shed abroad within them 
by the Holy Ghost : — strange it is that many, 
many more are not anxiously seeking the only 
enduring object whereon to fix their affections, 
Him who is the same yesterday, to-day, and 
for ever ; with whom is no variableness, neither 
shadow of turning. 

Jesus, the chief among ten thousand, the 
altogether lovely, is this object ; and truly his 
mediatorial office, his divine perfections, and 
the sufferings he underwent for us, are calcu- 
lated to excite our warmest gratitude, adora- 
tion, and love. 

Independently of the immense benefits which 
by his precious blood-shedding he has obtained 
for us, there is that in the character of our be- 
loved Redeemer shining out in every page of 
the gospel, which makes our hearts bum within 
us while we read. His sympathy vdth the sor- 
rows he witnessed on earth was so exquisite, 
his compassion so un&iling. Never was any 
poor sufferer turned away : with imwearied pa- 



EFFECTS OF RELIGION ON WOMAN. 167 

tience he listened to all their complaints^ and 
healed all their diseases, though the multitude 
that pressed upon him were at times so great 
that he had not leisure so much as to eat bread. 

And in how soothing, how gentle, how com- 
passionate a maimer was all this done ! What 
a contrast between the gracious kindness of the 
Saviour to those who applied to him, and the 
roughness of his followers. They rebuked the 
anxious parents who brought their infants that 
Jesus might touch them ; but he called them 
imto him and said, Suffer little children to come 
unto me, and forbid them not. They would 
have silenced the poor blind beggar who cried 
for mercy to the son of David, but he stood 
still at that imploring cry, and commanding 
him to be brought, granted his earnest prayer. 

Again in that most touching instance of the 
tender compassion and forgiveness of the Re- 
deemer, when the wily pharisees brought unto 
him in the temple the woman charged with a 
deadly sin, how beautifully did his divine attri- 
bute of mercy manifest itself! He made ' as 
though he heard them not ; * and when he had 
silenced her accusers, dismissed the sinner with 
those forgiving words, " Neither do I condemn 
thee ; go, and sin no more." 
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And shall we indeed hear that voice which 
uttered so many gentle and compassionate 
things — ^which even the enemies of Jesus were 
constrained to declare ^' spake as never man 
spake ? " Blessed prospect, almost too glo- 
rious for the Christian to realize, that the hour 
is coming in the which ^11 that are in the graves 
shall hear the voice of ,the Son of God ! — the 
voice that whispered peace to the terrified 
disciples, " It is I ; be not afraid ; " — the voice 
that re-assured the timid* sufferer when she fell 
at his feet trembling and in fear, " Daughter, 
be of good comfort : " — the voice that was raised 
to vindicate the gratefiil l^ary from the con- 
tempt of Judas, and the indignation of the 
disciples, " Why trouble ye the woman ? " 
accepting her office of love with those gracious 
words, " She hath done what she could : " — the 
voice whose dying accents, even in agony and 
thirst, while cruel scqrners stood around the 
cross and mocked the bleeding sufferer, were 
spent upon the prayer, " Father, forgive them, 
for they know not what they do." 

Yes, we shall hear it : " The hour is coming." 
Alas ! when it is come, of which of us shall that 
voice declare, " She hath done what she could?" 
To which shall it say, " Well done, good and 
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£sdthfal servant ? " Happy they who at that 
awful hour shall hefar the Saviour's voice pyo- 
Bounce, ** Thy sins, which are many, are for- 
given th^e— go iA peace/* 

Many a fair picture of feminine devotedness 
rises before me while I wi*ite ; but I pass them 
by, fot something seems to ssfcy, * Ought it not 
so to be ? — what wonder that the gentler sex 
should be found thus engaged ! ^ I turn to an 
incident so simple that it seems scarce worth 
recording, and yet recalUng an object perhaps 
the most deeply interesting, the most cal- 
culated to excite our admiration, of any 
that meet us in this busy world: — A young 
man, in the flower and springtime of his age, 
breaking through the snares that beset his 
path, braving - 

" the world's dread laugh. 



Which scarce the firm philosopher can scorn,'' 

and engaging himself in the honourable though 
despised and lowly service of his Redeemer. 

We were passing the summer at Rosstrevor, 
^ romantic village in the north of Ireland, 
situated in the midst of scenery so picturesque 
as to gain for it the appellation of the * Killar- 
ney of the North,' One lovely sabbath after- 
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nooiii on coming out of church, we took our 
way along a retired and narrow road, that, 
gradually winding up the mountain, conducted 
to an open space, whence the surrounding 
country could be seen outstretched, like a beau- 
tiful panorama, at our feet. 

Directly in front was the calm lake-like ex- 
panse of Carlingford Bay, its wide unruffled 
sur&ce reflecting, as in a mirror, the blue sky 
above. Behind it rose the Carlingford moun- 
tain, with the ruined castle and little cluster of 
rude fishermen's huts as its base. Immediately 
below us, at the right, lay the sweet village of 
Rosstrevor, and stretching away from it on 
either side, those lovely shores, now fringed 
with luxuriant woods, down to the water's edge, 
now dotted with pretty rose-covered villas, 
interspersed with luxuriant pleasure-grounds, 
and little meadows with their fragrant crop of 
new-mown hay. 

Favoured region ! where the glorious light of 
the gospel shines so brightly, where the God 
of nature and of grace is so bountiful in his 
gifts ; how many happy hours spent among 
your kind and united inhabitants rise into my 
memory while I write ! 

After feasting our eyes on this lovely prospect, 
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and tracing for the hundredth time the gigantic 
outline of a reclining figure which extends all 
along the top of Carlingford mountain^ — the 
heady which appears covered with a helmet, 
being pillowed on a huge fragment of rock, — 
we prepared to descend the winding road. This 
'sleeping giant of Carlingford,' as the figure is 
called, is the hero of many a wild legend in that 
mountainous region; and I remember our 
remarking on the day in question the peculiar 
distinctness of its outline against the clear sky, 
while a mass of dark grey clouds himg over it 
like a funeral pall. 

A little noisy stream ran bubbling along at 
our side as we descended the path, now fretting 
and chafing against the large stones that ob- 
structed its passage, or tumbling over them in 
mimic waterfalls, and then, all obstacles cleared, 
proceeding onwards m its quiet course with low 
rushing sound and unruflied surface. We stop- 
ped to moralize upon this emblem of man's 
chequered passage towards the great ocean of 
eternity, and to admire a cottage in a retired 
nook, the way to which was over a picturesque 
wooden bridge thrown across the stream, when 
our attention was caught by other sounds than 
the murmur of the current. 
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Another step, and a picture met our eyesy 
beside which the scene of still life, although so 
£Bdr, faded away in interest. Upon a rising 
ground under the shade of some thick trees sat 
a young man, surrounded by three or four 
peasants, to whom he was reading aloud from a 
small pocket Bible. They were all so absorbed 
in their occupation that our approaching foot- 
steps were unheard, so that we were able to 
remain where we were fpr a moment or two 
without disturbing them. 

I shall never forget that simple scene — the 
perfect seclusion of the spot — the sacred em- 
ployment of the youthful reader — the holy 
enei^ and fervent love of souls that flushed his 
cheek and kindled in his eye, while he read, 
breaking off now and then to press the glad 
tidings of salvation more earnestly upon his 
lowly hearers — the absorbed attention with 
which they listened-^the rich golden glow shed 
by the noon-day sun over the whole group, like 
that peculiar mellow lovely tint, that Rembrandt 
delights to fling over his pictures : — all was full 
of interest, deeply affecting. 

There was one old man seated on the grass, 
in front of the reader, the expression of whose 
countenance and attitude is before me now. 
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His hands rested on a sta£P^ while his person 
was inclined anxiously forward, every feature 
of his venerable and finely-marked face full of 
intelligent animation, while with uncovered 
head, lips slightly apart, and eyes rivetted with 
the most intense and reverent attention upon 
his youthful instructor, he listened, perhaps for 
the first time, to the word of life. The con- 
trast between them was beautiful: one in aU 
the pride and fireshness of early manhood ; the 
other, his silver hdrs and drooping form pro- 
claiming that his sand was nearly all run ouU 

It was in truth a touching sight — one that 
the angels in heaven might joy to look upon ; 
that young and self-denying man forsaking all 
to follow Christ, and in the spirit of his divine 
Master preaching the gospel- to the poor, and 
liberty to the captives of sin and Satan. 

Many of the gay and thoughtless of his own 
age, could they have seen him thus engaged 
among those ignorant neglected ones — those 
sheep wandering without a shepherd, knowing 
no more of God, and heaven, and redeeming 
love, than what they learned from Latin prayers, 
and mumbled offices, and genuflections before 
images of wood and stone, would have despised 
his humble labours : but they were accepted by 
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him who has said, " Remember now thy Creator 
in the days of thy youth, while the evil days 
come not, nor the years draw nigh when thou 
shalt say, I have no pleasure in them," Yes ! 
they were precious in his eyes, and doubtless 
the Lord was pleased to give unto his faithful 
servant some souls for his hire, to add fresh 
brightness to his crown in the day that Jehovah 
makes up his jewels. 

That bright young face — I see it still ! Me- 
thinks it seems to say, " And shall not you **go 
and do likewise ? Shall those who ought to 
be ever most forward and unceasing in labours 
of love and charity, desert their allotted post? '* 
May we lay the lesson to heart, so that at the 
last we may be found among the " many daugh- 
ters who have done virtuously," whose works 
and the fruit of their hands are their praise. 



CHAPTER XIII. 

POWBR OP THB SCIUPTURES TO OIVB RELIEF UNDBR MENTAL 

DISTRESS ILLUSTRATED. 

How powerfully does a train of thought some- 
times force itself into the mind^ displacing 
ideas with which, a moment before, it was 
wholly filled! So it has just happened with 
myself. While dipping the pen into the ink 
that was to give * a bodily form,' and transfer 
from my brain to my paper certain reflections 
on one subject, another has come before me 
with such startUng solemnity, that I cannot 
pass it altogether in silence. 

It is this— The importance, the great impor- 
tance and responsibility to the writer, of writing 
on religious subjects. I dare say there are few 
of those who are in the habit of employing 
themselves in this way who have not, at some 
time or other, felt this consideration press hea- 
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vilj upon them, and can therefore enter into my 
feelings respecting it. Trolj it is an humbling 
and a self-condemning occupation. Literaij 
success of other kinds may gratify yanily, and 
produce conceit, but success in religious produc- 
tions has, or should hare, a directly contrary 
effect. There is something so awful, and at the 
same time so deeply humiliating, in the possi- 
bility of being perhaps the instrument of awa- 
kening, exciting, and animating others, while 
we ourselves are left behind in the race ! Then 
the fearful dread, that while occupying our- 
selves about the vineyards of others, we may at 
last be forced to exclaim in bitterness of soul, 
** But mine own vineyard have I not kept." 

It is almost too painful to dwell on the pos- 
sible risk of being as has been said, like a ^ sta^ 
tionary sign-po^t,' pointing towards the narrow 
road that leads to heaven, inducing t]:avel- 
lers to turn into it, and remaining at the same 
time fixed, immoveable, while others are pressing 
to the goal. Oh, disgrace doubly disgraceful ! 
What anxious self-examination^ what trembling 
humility, what deep abasement before the 
throne of grace, does a glance at such a pos^- 
bility produce ! Well might the poet exclaim 
to those who read his lines. 
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By all the trembling hope ye feel. 

Think on the minstrel as ye kneel ; 

Think on the shame, that dreadful hour 
When tears shall have no power, 

Should his own lay th^ accuser prove. 

Cold while he kindled others* love : 
And let your prayer for charity arise 
That his own heart may hear his melodies 

And a true yoice to him may cry, 

" Thy God foigiyes — thou shalt not die 1 " 



Yet after all, it may be said that giving away 
a tract, or addressing a word of admonition to 
a class of Sunday scholars, or any other effort 
to advance the immortal interests of our fellow- 
creatures, may suggest the same serious reflec- 
tions. But no. There is something in writing, 
that seems to appeal more forcibly to the con- 
science than any thing else. The tract may be 
given away, and it and the receiver lost sight 
of ; the word of exhortation may be said, and 
forgotten as soon as it has passed the lips, — but 
the writing remains. There it stands in black 
and white, a silent witness, often — at least so I 
have found it — a sharp monitor to the writer. 

The simple page which even I could venture, 
without the fear of being too presumptuous, to 
address to thoughtless childhood or the un- 
learned poor, has often reproached me. " Out 
of thine own mouth will I judge thee, thou 

N 
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wicked servant/* has it seemed to say^ wliile 
some humbling instance of a difference between 
acting and writing rises up in judgment^ and 
the thought comes that " to him that knoweth 
to do goody and doeth it not, to him it is sin." 
It was something of this feeling that made 
Hannah More so extremely unwilling to avow 
herself the author of her first productions. She 
dreaded on her own part a failure in Uving up 
to the high standard she had erected for others. 
When she had these misgivings, what must not 
others feel ! 

There is another peril that lies in the path 
of writers on religious subjects ; but I hardly 
know whether I shall be able to express what 
I mean regarding it. The same idea occurs in 
that very interesting work, * Bridges on the 
Ministry,' where it treats on the composition 
of his sermons by a clergyman : — I wish this 
book were within my reach now, that I might 
^vail myself of the clear definition there given. 
This clearness in defining is, by the way, one 
of the most striking characteristics in the writ- 
ings of the lords of the creation. I have often 
observed and admired this distinguishing mark: 
how a few bold, concise, manly strokes of the 
pen wiU in a moment define a point, about 
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which a lady lYielder of the quill would have 
hewildered herself and her readers in a whole 
labyrinth of words. 

The peril alluded to is this : the habit of 
viewing a subject, not with reference to self, 
but as to the effect it is calculated to have on 
others. This habit, when religion is the sub- 
ject and the scriptures the study, is dangerous 
indeed. Self-application is apt to be forgotten, 
in the constant desire and aim of applying these 
things, and bringing them home to the heart of 
those for whose benefit we write. Thus the 
work becomes a purely mental one ; the brain 
is busy, conscience still — and the head, not the 
heart, is kept in exercise. 

These are serious and deeply humbling con- 
siderations. May they incite us to increased 
watchfulness and earnest prayer ! May the 
dangers and difficulties that beset even the 
path of duty, make us fly more habitually for 
refiige to him who alone can deliver us from 
evil, so that by his grace the promise may be 
fulfilled, that they who water others shall be 
watered themselves ! 

And now to return to the theme upon which 
the above reflections intruded themselves. 

There lies in my Bible a slip of paper, dated 

N 2 
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* Brussels, July 3, 18—/ and containing a text 
from scripture, which never meets my eye, as I 
open the volume, without causing the most 
heart-thrilling sensations of thankfulness. It 
is a little monument of the goodness and mercy 
of God. A glance at it, when under any 
depression or uneasiness of mind, is sure to 
afford relief, and to convey a delightAil sense of 
His fatherly condescension, who stoops to hear 
and answer the prayer of the most unworthy. 
For his glory, and for the encouragement of the 
cast down and the weak (should this page meet 
the eye of any such,) I record the circumstance 
connected with it, hoping — these being my 
motives — to be forgiven the egotism of thus 
venturing to intrude an entirely personal in- 
cident. 

It was a sabbath day ; the first spent in a 
foreign land, since new views and new feelings 
had hallowed that sacred season in my eyes, 
and made me peculiarly alive to its due obser- 
vance. Weak Christian that I was — ^if Chris- 
tian, indeed, I dared to call myself in the true 
sense of the word — ^it was not vrithout many 
misgivings I had quitted the spiritual advan- 
tages of our happy islands. I felt how much I 
needed them, and knew well besides that what 
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would be perfectly safe and harmless to a 
steady^ established believer, might prove an 
occasion of falling to a weak beginner like 
myself. 

These misgivings, silenced for a time, revived 
with double force on the morning in question, 
and effectually chased away the peacefiil feel- 
ings with which I was wont to welcome the day 
of rest. Peaceful feelings indeed it would have 
been hard to cherish in the midst of such a 
scene. The streets of Brussels were thronged 
with multitudes of persons dressed in the ex- 
treme of the fashion, parading their nodding 
plumes and gaudy colours in the sunshine, or, 
gathered in groups, gossipping and laughing 
together, apparently intent on nothing but 
" finding their own pleasure, and speaking their 
own words." 

The windows of the suite of rooms we occu- 
pied in the hotel, looked out on the Pare 
Roy ale 9 and I could see from mine the idle 
loungers sauntering along its promenades, or 
stretched at lazy length on the wooden benches 
under the trees. Sounds of toil came to mingle 
jarringly with the hum of merriment that broke 
the sacred rest of the sabbath. The hammer 
and trowel re-echoed from a half-finished house 
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close hj, upon the scaffolding of which the busy 
workmen were passing too and fro ; and at a 
little fruit-stally a few yards off, sat a young 
woman mending a coat. The fume of cigars, 
mingled with snatches of drinking songs, and 
peals of uproarious laughter, rose at intervals 
to the windows, frt)m a sort of coffee-room 
below; and the whole scene altogether, suc- 
ceeding as it did the uneasy thoughts of the 
morning, was such as to fill me with dismay. 

It was the hour when, from every steeple 
and tower of favoured England, the joyful sum- 
mons to the house of God was ringing, and 
thousands were hastening to tread its courts ; 
and my thoughts flew back to my yet more dis- 
tant home — its pleasant sabbath duties — the 
quiet village church — the little band of wor- 
shippers gathered there. * And this I have 
left,' I exclaimed, to come among a people who 
seem to have no fear of God before their eyes ! 
My heart smote me. The sense of my own 
weakness, and liability to be led away by evil 
example, overwhelmed me vrith dread. I fell 
upon my knees, and buried my face in the sofii 
pillows, to shut out the sights and sounds 
around, but I could not stifle the stingings of 
self-reproach within. Those words of St. James 
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seemed to thunder in my ears — " Let no man 
say when he is tempted, I am tempted of God. 
Every man is tempted when he is drawn away 
of his own lust and enticed." 

It may seem exaggerated to say so ; but 
truly my agony of mind during those moments 
is not to be described. Weak. faith struggled 
like the flickering light of an expiring lamp ; 
I seemed to have let go all my hopes, and even 
to forget that there was One unto whom I 
might cry in my trouble, who would deliver me 
out of my distress. This must certainly have 
been a device of Satan, and indeed it could 
have been no other, since its effect was to keep 
me away from God, and to weaken, nay destroy, 
while the feeling of despair lasted, my trust 
in him. 

At length, finding no relief in prayer, and 
being unable to endure this mental pressure 
any longer, I rose, hoping to obtain some com- 
fort from that blessed source of consolation, the 
word of God. Opening the Bible, which lay 
on the table, the first words that met my eyes 
were these — " Thy shoes shall be iron and brass, 
and as thy days, so shall thy strength be." 
(Deut. xxxiii. 25.) Had this cheering promise 
proceeded from the Divine lips which once 
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Uttered those gracious words, ** Daughter, be 
of good comfort/' the effect could not have 
been more soothing, more instantaneous. They 
were indeed like oil on the troubled waves of 
my spirit ; and though many may consider the 
idea enthusiastic or presumptuous, I did then, 
and ever shall, feel strongly convinced that 
God, who despises not the sighing of a contrite 
heart, had himself in his tender mercy directed 
me to that passage. 

The parallel texts were peculiarly applicable, 
and fraught with consolation. ^' God is faithful, 
who will not suffer you to be tempted above 
that ye are able, but will with the temptation 
also make a way to escape, that ye may be able 
to bear it.'' (1 Cor. x. 13.) Also Isaiah xli. 10; 
Joshua i. 9 ; Deut. xxxi. 8, &c. These I wrote 
out at the time, and placed the paper containing 
them in my Bible, there to remain, and keep 
alive a constant and thankful sense of my 
Heavenly Father's love. We need these little 
memorials ; for, alas, feelings, however strong 
while they last — so strong that we think the 
impression can never, never fade — ^pass away 
from our deceitful hearts, and leave no trace 
behind. Wave follows wave in the restless 
current of life:— new trials, new mercies, come 
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with the gliding years, and the sorrows and 
blessings gone by are forgotten: lost, and 
washed away by their successors on that ever 
changing stream. 

But to turn from self, and mention one or 
two instances similar to the above, calculated to 
strengthen our faith, and to bring home to our 
hearts the delightful assurance of the constant 
presence and mindfulness of our Qod. That he 
is indeed about our path and about our bed, 
spying out all our ways, and witnessing our 
conflicts, is a truly happy conviction. Could 
we realize it, and feel it as we ought, we should 
never have an uneasy moment, but should ex^ 
perience the ample fulfilment of that beautiful 
promise in Isaiah, " Thou wilt keep him in 
perfect peace whose mind is stayed on thee, 
because he trusteth in thee." 

One who has been long living without God 
in the world, and who, owing to the early loss 
of parents, and an education in foreign courts, 
was destitute even of that head knowledge of 
religion which most nominal Christians possess, 
was brought from darkness to light by means 
of severe affliction. Her natural disposition 
was^ very untoward, and from being * nursed in 
the lap of luxury,' and unaccustomed to con- 
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troul, many evil tempers had gained a powerful 
ascendancy. These, when she became spiri- 
tually enlightened, were a source of constant 
and bitter regrets : — ^her struggles with herself 
were most painful, and never did I see such deep 
and utter self-abhorrence as hers. Every fall, 
— and they were many at first, — was succeeded 
by pangs of remorse, and often by the most 
distracting and agitating doubts as to her state. 
On one occasion, when her wayward temper 
had again caused her to transgress, the distress 
of mind that followed was such as to reduce her 
almost to despair. She thought of her sin 
with horror ; its magnitude in the sight of Him 
who is too pure to behold iniquity, made her 
believe she could never find acceptance. * I 
have been deluding myself with a false hope,' 
she exclaimed. ^ No ; I have not been really 
renewed by that Holy Spirit, to whose meek 
and gentle fruits my ungovernable passion is so 
contrary : surely I am not, I cannot be, a child 
of God.' After coming to this hopeless conclu- 
sion, she took her Bible, more with the idea of 
seeing this wretched sentence against herseK 
confirmed, than with any expectation of finding 
reUef in her distress. The first passage that 
presented itself was this :— 
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" O thou afficted, tossed with tempest, and 
not comforted! behold I will lay thy stones 
with &ir colours, and lay thy foundations with 
sapphires." 

" And all thy children shall be taught of the 
Lord ; and great shall be the peace of thy chil- 
dren." (Isaiah liv. 11 — 13. 

* Think what were my feelings,' she said, 
* on reading those beautiful verses ; and how 
they strengthened me in my after conflicts with 
myself.' The last was peculiarly cheering ; it 
touched a tender chord, for she was a fond and 
anxious mother, and the spiritual welfare of her 
little ones was the object nearest her heart. I 
cannot forget her beaming and hopeful counte- 
nance, as she repeated the words a second time 
with the deepest feeling. 

And it was fulfilled, that promise; not in 
the way perhaps that poor, weak, short-sighted 
human nature would have desired ; — but divine 
grace triumphed over the yearnings of the 
mother's heart, and consoled her, even in the 
midst of her tears, with the view by faith of the 
' great peace of her children ' in that better 
land to which their Heavenly Father so soon 
removed them. 

The next instance is a well-known one, oc- 
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curring as it does in a book familiar to all, 

* The Retrospect.' I cannot resist the tempta- 
tion of transcribing it here ; first, because it is 
so exactly a case in point ; and, secondly, be- 
cause of the sanction its authority confers on 
the foregoing. For surely no one who is ac- 
quainted with the sober, rational, sailor-like, 
straight-forward character of the author of 

* The Retrospect,' stamped as it is with such 
frank and manly simpUcity on every page of his 
writings, will accuse him of yielding to imagi- 
nary fancies. 

He says : — * Sitting alone, and for the first 
time reading the Pilgrim's Progress, I felt much 
interested ; and though I understood but little 
of its spiritual import, I made a general applica- 
tion of it to myself. I considered life as a 
journey, beset with innumerable dangers, and 
myself as a traveller, surrounded by so many 
and great difficulties that I deemed it almost 
impossible but I must one day fall under them, 
and never reach the celestial city. It was no 
trifling season. I closed the book, and for the 
first time in my life wept over myself as a sin- 
ner exposed to much spiritual evil and many 
peculiar snares. 

' Then it was I experienced what some may 
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condemn as entbusiasm^ but what I at this day 
humbly hope was the still small voice of God. 
While weeping over my forlorn condition, these 
words, "/ will never leave thee nor forsake 
thee,' were impressed on my mind with such a 
distinctness and power, that, had a voice pro- 
nounced them, they could not have been receiv- 
ed more distinctly. I had then never seen or 
read them, to my knowledge ; but from that 
instant I felt confident they were a part of holy 
writ, and conceived some hopes of their being 
sent as an assurance of the Lord's mercy and 
goodness to me. And will the Almighty never 
leave, never forsake me ? I said to myself. The 
thought filled my eyes and my heart, as they 
had never been filled before, and as I cannot 
describe to others.' 

The Scripture then, it appears, is the instru- 
ment by which the Holy Spirit acts : and it is 
by bringing home to the mind with peculiar 
force, some precious promise, that consolation 
is conveyed to the believer. Inasmuch, how- 
ever, as the deceitfulness of the human heart or 
the wiles of the devil may and do produce 
wrong impressions on the mind, and cry peace 
where there is no peace, we must have some 
criterion by which to distinguish the genuine 
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and well-grounded application, by the Spirit of 
God, of a Scriptural declaration to the soul, 
from that £adse use of holy Writ, which, work- 
ing on a malignant spirit produces fanaticism, 
or on a weak mind causes excitement and en- 
thusiasm. 

The criterion appears to be, not the recollec- 
tion of a promise which reason and conscience 
join in denying to be appropriate, but the happy 
and grateful realization of one suited to the case 
and condition of the sufferer. One of those 
precious promises which rises with the emer- 
gency — the heritage of the children of God, 
and which they are permitted to trust in and 
embrace as a sure ground of consolation. 



CHAPTER XIV. 



A DOMESTIC CALAMITY. 



The sky is of a glorious and resplendent blue, 
and yonder clouds piled one above another in 
fantastic shapes, dazzling and white, look like a 
mass of purest snow. The river is of the same 
intense and lovely azure, its calm expanse 
seeming to smile back in joyous gratitude the 
colouring shed down upon it from the skies. 
The air is full of brilliant sunshine, imparting 
warmth and gladness ; — the rich green leaves of 
the arbutus tree and glossy laurel glitter in the 
beam ; — blackbird and thrush are pouring forth 
their clear sweet notes, and many a little bird 
is joining its lively chirp to swell the aerial 
concert. 

Fragrant and JBresh is the smell of the damp 
brown earth over which yon drooping snow- 
drops are bending their modest heads, while the 
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gay crocuses, planted in broad and gorgeous 
tufts, are opening wide their yellow cups, as 
though they revelled in the sunshine and 
rejoiced in their new existence. The balmy 
air comes fraught with the perfume of the 
wallflower, polyanthus, and half-blown jonquil, 
those treasures of early spring; — while the 
hidden violet and lowly primrose breathe their 
fragrance firommany a shady spot under the trees. 
How fresh, and bright, and smiling is every- 
thing without! — ^within, what a contrast! — 
aching hearts, pale cheeks, eyes dim with weep- 
ing. O sunny lawns, and fields, and evergreens, 
how can ye look so fair and verdant, when your 
beloved possessor is no more ! Oh flowers, un- 
grateful flowers ! how can ye bloom so brightly, 
when the dear hand that planted you is lifeless 
and cold; — when the dear eyes that did so 
love to watch your opening beauty, and dweU 
with such delighted gaze on every blossom in 
the rich parterre, are closed for ever in the 
dark chill grave. And those unsympathizing 
skies, so glad and radiant — those little birds 
singing their joyous songs, as though there 
were no sorrowing mourners near, no weeping 
ones mocked in their bitter grief by all the 
light, and life, and melody around. 
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' It wrings the heart to see each thing the same. 
Tread oyer the same steps, and then to find 
The difference in the heart. It is so sad. 
So yery lonely — ^to be the sole one 
In whom there is a sign of change ! ^ 

But am I right in tlius giving way to the 
overflowings of a troubled mind ? Alas ! I 
cannot do otherwise. Grief 

' is like the glass. 
That throws its own sad colour over all/ 

In vain I endeavour to direct my Sabbath mus- 
ings into their ordinary course. One dire event, 
as unexpected as it was heart-rending, engrosses 
every thought. Since last I took the pen, what 
a scene of desolation ha^ been this happy abode 
of peace and love — this meeting-place, for years, 
of family affection round one endeared and 
venerated object. How little did I think, when 
I so lately wrote of her,^ * dearer than all, 
deeply and fondly loved,' and saw as she read 
the words, and marked the praises of her own 
* terrace walk,' the tear of gratified affection 
start to her eye, — ^how little did I think that in 

a few short days 

God's will be done ! Father of mercies, — 
God of all comfort, who comforteth us in all 

' See page 146. 
O 
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our tribulation, enable those whom thou hast 
smitten to bear the stroke ! 

How true it is that we know not what shall 
be on the morrow, — what a day, what a night, 
an hour may bring forth. No cloud of the 
coming sorrow that overhung this house cast its 
shadow upon the assembled inmates on that 
last happy evening they were ever to spend 
together in this world. There sat the honoured 
head and parent of the famUy, diffusing cheer- 
fulness around her, active and busily employed 
as the youngest of the group. With what a 
beaming and affectionate expression she looked 
round upon her children and her children's 
children, and all her household gathered for 
evening prayer. 

All day she had been moving about among 
them, mmistering to their enjoyments, antici- 
pating their wishes with untiring and watchful 
affection, carrying her hospitable cares into 
every corner of her mansion. Wherever her 
cheerful countenance appeared, or that her 
light and active footsteps were heard approach- 
ing, how joyfully were they hailed ! how anx- 
iously she was entreated to * stay a little longer.' 
Nearly the last errand that evening before reti- 
ring to rest was into the library, to place a 
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sum of money for the poor in the hands of one 
who had often been her almoner. 

Little did her children think when^ as usual, 
she made her affectionate rounds to give to each 
the good-night kiss in their rooms, that it was 
the last embrace! — the last time her smile 
would gladden them in this world. Mine was 
inside hers (it was a dear privilege I always 
enjoyed,) and I left her calmly sleeping before 
retiring into it. The night sped on. Oh how 
fearfully were my slumbers broken ! — ^what an 
awakening was it, to hear my name uttered by 
that beloved voice in suflfering and distress — to 
fly to her bed-side, and see and feel that she 
was dying ? 

The scene is still before me — the agony of 
that hour still vibrates through my frame. The 
pale dismay pictured in every face, as all came 
crowding in, roused from their beds by the 
astounding tidings ; the old domestics gathered 
round the door — they who for so many long 
years had served their kind, indulgent mistress ; 
the speechless anguish of those standing by the 
dying bed ; and that beloved form supported in 
my arms, her dear head resting on my shoulder, 
her cold hands clasped in mine. * Pray for me. 
Oh pray for me ! ' she said ; and then arose the 

o 2 
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prayer in tones struggling with sobs, choking 
with bitter agony. 

How different was the cahn composure of the 
dying saint! Yes, hers was prayer indeed — 
quiet, earnest, fervent, full of humility and 
faith. Her Saviour was her stay ; to him she 
looked in that awfiil hour, committing her soul 
to him with such intense and energetic suppli- 
cation, that it seemed to raise her very frame 
&om off the bed. ' Jesus, dear Jesus, inter- 
cede for me,' were her last words: and then 
she leaned her head once more upon her grand- 
child's bursting heart, and there it lay, and 
none could tell when the immortal spirit fled, 
so gently it departed. 

We might have thought it sleep ; but no — 
there was a beautiful repose, a holy calm, so 
pure and tranquil, it did not look like earthly 
rest. I never shall forget the heavenly peace 
shed over that dear face — upon the brow and 
round the mouth ; a sort of beaming smile, such 
as it never wore before. It seemed as if the angel 
who had come to call the spirit into bliss, had 
left that radiant trace upon the breathless clay. 

No smile is like the smile of death, 

When all good musings past. 
Rise wafted with the parting breath. 

The sweetest thought the last 
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But O, to part from her — 'twas dreadful! 
And dreadful was tlie struggle in those first 
writhing moments of bereavement. Faith trying 
to raise her streaming eyes to heaven, and still 
bowed down even to the very dust by the load 
of grief, too heavy almost to bear: while 
nature's voice, that strong and bittercry, would 
not be silenced, refused to be comforted. 

And then to see the absent ones arrive, sum- 
moned to pay the last sad rites. How different 
from their wonted visits to their childhood's 
home! No bounding footsteps now flew to- 
wards them with a joyous welcome ; no dear and 
graceful form stood on the hall-door steps, 
watching with anxious love, eager to press them 
to her mother's heart ere they had gained the 
threshold. 

Sadly and slow they crossed it now. Heart- 
rending it was to see those manly frames bowed 
down with sorrow, and the soldier's eye that 
had gazed on many a battle-scene, now quenched 
and sunk in anguish. No greetings were ex- 
changed — no words were said, but burstii^ 
sobs, and silent, agonized embraces. Each 
knew too well what filled the other's heart. It 
was a mournful meeting. 

But why dwell on these harrowing scenes, as 
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though there were no gleams of light in the 
dark picture. Blessed be God there were ! 
The beloved and honoured parent, who had 
seen two generations grow up around her, went 
down to the grave fiill of years, and exempted, 
by the merciful kindness of her heavenly 
Father, from the infirmities that usually attend 
the evening of life. 

- She had nearly " come to fourscore years," 
but, thanks be to Him, her strength was not 
"labour and sorrow." Age had not blunted 
affections the warmest and most enduring that 
ever throbbed in woman's bosom, or quenched 
the playful vivacity and intelligence of an ever 
active mind. Her step was light, her dignified 
and graceful figure preserved its youthful sym- 
metry — ^no faculty of mind or body was im- 
paired — the lamp burned brightly to the last. 

And is not this consoling i Oh yes, it is a 
blessed thought, that our beloved one was 
spared the often lingering and painful forerun- 
ners of removal. Sickness and suffering cast 
no cloud over her latter days — "wearisome 
nights " were not appointed her. But one short 
hour elapsed from the moment when her dear 
voice broke on my startled sleep, until these 
unwilling arms resigned their lifeless burden. 
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And there are holier sources of consolation 
far than this. High over every earthly solace, 
rises the Christian's hope, the Christian's blessed 
prospect concerning them which are asleep — 
the dead in Christ. This it is that takes &om 
death its sting, and from the grave its victory : 
this is the only balm that can soothe the 
mourner's wounds. 

The life of faith, unceasing charity, and good 
works of her we weep, her deep-felt and unob- 
trusive piety — these are delightful to look back 
upon. She was indeed the poor man's friend. 
The burst of sorrow that arose from the assem- 
bled tenantry and poor, when the remains of 
their adored and generous benefactress were 
borne down the steps where she had stood so 
often to listen to and relieve their wants, was a 
touching tribute. to her unfailing kindness. It 
was suppressed, for there were breaking hearts 
within that could not have borne that sound. 
But when the melancholy cortege had passed 
the gates, and the tide of feeling was no more 
restrained — long, loud, and bitter was the wail. 

The widow and the orphan whom her bounty 
had fed, crowded around the grave, and one 
who then stood near, said he never witnessed 
any thing so heart-rending as their grief. Poor 
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creatures ! muninclfiil of the multitudes about 
them, and of the rain which fell in drenching 
torrents, they pushed their way through every 
obstacle, to take one last despairing gaze of 
afiection and regret, at that which enclosed the 
mortal relics of their honoured patroness, before 
it was hidden for ever firom their eyes. 

A touching anecdote of one of these humble 
mourners was related by a person who kindly 
visited her in her affliction. The poor woman 
was loud in her lamentations. * Many*s the 
heart that's sore this day/ she said, 'and 
well they may. They'll never see her likes 
again. She was a good firiend to the poor — her 
hand was always in her purse.' 

' Yes,' said the visitor, ' but notwithstanding 
all her good works, it was not in them that Lady 

C put her trust. Her Saviour's merits 

were her only dependence at the last.* 

* Aye, that they were,' said the pocur woman. 
* Well,' she added, ' if her hand was in her purse 
then for the love she had to Jesus, her hand is 
at his side now for the love he has to her.' 

How consoling are these simple words firom 
the lips of one of the poor of this world, rich in 
faith ! 
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Why then their loss deplore that are not lost ? 
Why wanders wretched thought their tombs around. 
In infidel distress ? 

It is a blessed thing, in the hour of nature's 
agony, when our hearts are torn with partings 
from those we love, to be able to look to Him 
who bore our griefs and carried our sorrows, and 
who having been tempted himself, can be touched 
with the feeling of our infirmities. At such 
moments we feel indeed the unutterable conso- 
lation contained in those two words, " Jesus 
wept." He who was the resurrection and the 
life, even when he was about to exercise his 
almighty power, "wept." 

Unchanged that voice — and though not yet 

The dead sit up and speak, 
Answering its call, we gladlier rest 
Our darlings on earth^s quiet breast. 

And our hearts feel they must not break. 

Far better they should sleep awhile 

Within the church>s shade. 
Nor wake until new heaven, new earth. 
Meet for their new immortal birth. 

For their abiding place be made. 

Than wander back to life, and lean 

On our frail love once more. 
Tis sweet, as year by year we lose 
Friends out of sight, in faith to muse 

How grows in Paradise our store. 
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Then pais, ye moarnen, cheeriy on, 

Throngh prajer unto the tomb. 
Still, at je wBtch li£e*B fiiding lea^ 
Oatbering from eyeiy lo«s and grid 
Hope of new spring and endless home. 

Then cheeriy to your work again. 

With hearts new braced and set. 
To run, ontired, loye*s blessed race. 
As meet for those, who, fiice to &ce. 
Over the grave their Lord have met. 



CHAPTER XV. 

A MORNING RAMBLE >-NARRATiyB OP A YOUNG OFFICER AND 
HIS CREOLE WIFE. — VISIT TO A COTTAGE. 

What abundant sources of thankfulness to 
God, admiration of his beautiful works, humble 
submission to his mysterious ways which are 
past our finding out, and proofs of the brevity 
and uncertainties of this passing scene, does 
even one walk sometimes afford ! I have been 
musing over the little common-place incidents 
of yesterday's ramble with dear G— and 

W , and thinking how much there was in 

them to cause us to adore our heavenly Father's 
power and love. 

First, the beautiful garden through which we 
lingered, with its brilliant colours, graceful 
forms, and enchanting perfumes. The myrtles 
catching the sun-beams on their dark green 
glossy leaves, and yielding, especially when a 
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sprig was newly broken off, such an exquisite 
aromatic odour: Afresh fragrance from the 
wounded part/ as the poet hath it. 

The heath covered with masses of spiry 
blossoms, among which the bees were buzzing 
in and out with their delightful summer-like 
hum ; and the gay border of polyanthus, — that 
happy, simple-looking, smiUng little flower, 
which brings such pleasant associations to the 
mind ; which tells of youth and spring, and 
childlike pleasures ; whose innocent smell, and 
cheerful uplifted face, seem to bring before us 
some young, unsophisticated, simple character, 
that suffices to itself, and requires no other 
source of happiness than the indwelling glad- 
ness of a sunshiny mind. What a variety of 
colours! — ^yellow, purple, rich carnation, and 
deep glowing crimson of every shade and tint ; 
each separate cluster looking like a large bright 
family of the same lovely and many-coloured 
race. 

Here and there were tufts of pale, meek, 
quiet-looking primroses, and all along the top 
of the bank, under the laurel hedge, violets ; 
not modestly hidden, as beseems that bashful 
tribe, but peeping up their little blue heads in 
mjrriads among the green leaves, as though they 
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could not resist the temptation of basking in 
the sunshine^ and looking out at all the beautir 
ful and fragrant things around. 

A soft breeze was playing among the shrubs 
and flowersy waking a thousand scents, an4 
stirring the whispering leaves. The birds were 
singing, and with their clear notes came mingling 
the musical chime of the convent bell, summon- 
ing the nuns to mid-day prayers. 

Before us, as we walked along, a magnificent 
butterfly flew out of a little thicket of mjrrtles, 
and alit on the path almost at our feet, 
balancing its wings as though to allow us to 
admire their gorgeous scarlet and azure, spotted 
with brown and dazzUng white ; then rising 
gracefully, it fluttered away high over our 
heads, glancing in the sunbeam 

*■ Like flying gem or winged flower/ 

As I followed it with my eyes, a gush of 
bright and hopeful feeling came across me ! I 
thought of the darksome, tomb4ike chrysalis 
from which Almighty power had brought that 
glorious creature. What a type of the narrow 
graves in which are laid the beloved forms that 
no more can bless our longing eyes! And 
they too shall rise ; those natural bodies sown 
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in dishonour, in weakness, shall rise spiritual, 
in glory and power, in a moment, in the 
twinkling of an eye, at the last trump. Sur- 
passing mystery ! yet actually realized and ful- 
filled in the bright creature before me: de- 
manding a no more wonderful exertion of 
Divine power than that which transformed the 
creeping caterpillar into the airy, glittering 
insect hovering from flower to flower. 

When we left the garden, we proceeded along 
the pebbly shore, close by the river's brink. 
Long rays of light lay on the surface of the 
water, whose deep azure rivalled the blue skies 
above. We stopped in a place where two little 
projecting headlands formed a fairy bay. to ad- 
mire the beauty of the prospect ; the sparkling 
river and gliding boats — the opposite shore, 
with its green lawns and slopes bathed in bril- 
liant sunshine — the distant hill, misty and grey, 
and covered with a silvery haze, fading gra- 
dually away into shadowy indistinctness. 

The tide was coming in, and the little waves 
came rippling over the stones with a gentle 
plashing sound, that had a most soothing effect. 
Two or three white sea-gulls were floating 
down with the current in luxurious drowsiness, 
and high over our heads was another, balancing 
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itself as it were with motionless and outspread 
wings on the buoyant air. The breeze, though 
scarcely strong enough to crisp the surface of 
the river, brought with it a delightfully fresh 
briny smell, and altogether the scene was one 
of great peacefulness and beauty. 

While we were standing there enjoying it, 
the repose was broken suddenly by sounds that 
ill accorded with the sunshine and gladness 
around. The melancholy cadence of the death- 
wail rose on the quiet air, and presently ad- 
vancing from behind a jutting head-land, ap- 
peared a funeral procession on the water ! 

Long as I have been used to the sights and 
sounds of this * shining river,' I never remem- 
ber to have seen a similar spectacle before. 
There was something very peculiar and touch- 
ing about it. The boats, ten in number, were 
crowded with peasants, and were all attached 
together by long ropes, that kept them in line, 
and maintained an equal distance between each. 
The first boat carried a flag, and in the second 
was the coffin, surrounded by the relatives of 
the deceased, chiefly women, whose mantles of 
dark blue or scarlet, white caps, and coloured 
kerchiefs, had a truly picturesque eflect. 

There is something very affecting in the Irish 
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funeral cry. Many denounce it as a remnant 
of barbarism^ and rejoice that the practice is 
now fast disappearing ; but I own I could never 
agree with them. The mournful cadence rising 
and falling amongst the hills, as the humble 
procession approaches a country churchyard, 
has so wild and pathetic a sound. The plain- 
tive cry of the women, and that most heart- 
rending of all sounds, the deep-toned voice of 
man upUfted in lamentation. 

Then the solemn silence, when the coffin is 
laid down before the church door — the sudden 
hush falling in a moment over the whole con- 
course of people — every knee bent in prayer — 
every lip moving in fervent supplication — the 
uncovered heads of the men — the grey locks 
of age floating in the breeze. 

But never, in the loneliest churchyard, had 
the funeral wail so striking, and to my mind 
melancholy a tone as now, when it rose from 
the water, mingled with the slow, measured, 
monotonous stroke of the oars. We watched 
the dark train of boats as they moved onwards, 
following the windings of the river, until at 
length the foremost, that bearing the flag, 
turned in towards the shore. The others fol- 
lowed, and soon we saw the people in them 
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land^ and proceed with their sad burthen up the 
rugged ascent, where they disappeared among 
the trees. 

The funeral procession had hardly glided 
away, leaving behind no track in the 3delding 
waters, when a huge steamer, all noise, bustle, 
and activity, came brushing by, splashing 
through the waves at a rapid rate, tossing right 
and left from her wheels the foaming spray. 
Volumes of dark smoke and snow-white steam 
were pouring from her chimney, sailors running 
fore and aft on her busy deck, crowds of pas- 
sengers grouped together or pacing backwards 
and forwards, pigs shrieking (for the cargo was 
chiefly live stock), the captain mounted on the 
paddle-box thundering his orders through a 
speaking-trumpet — all was hurry and bustling 
confusion. 

Meantime the cheery notes of a horn came 
sounding over the water from the opposite side : 
a mail-coach, with the body gaily painted red, 
and drawn by four grey horses, was dashing 
along full gallop on the Glanmire road, its course 
marked by clouds of dust. 

Strong contrasts, these signs of active, stirring 
life, with the slow-moving funeral cortege that 
had just passed on its mournful way. Life and 

p 
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death brought into juxta-position : the former 
all heedless, perhaps, of the awfiil warning. 

We had some fine dogs with us, who were 
bounding about the shore in the wildest glee, 
and barking with delight as they plunged into 
the water after the sticks and stones thrown in 
for them. Another step from where we stood, 
and we turned shuddering away from the ghastly 
and grinning skeleton of a poor animal that had 
been washed up by the tide. 

* Alas ! ' thought I, * how often is our in- 
sensibiUty like that of our canine companions, 
who are gambolling thus on the very spot where 
the wretched spectacle of their drowned fellow is 
lying! We see our neighbour suddenly cut 
down ; he goeth to his long home, and the 
mourners go about the streets : the silver cord 
is loosed, the golden bowl is broken ; the dust 
returns to the earth as it was, and the spirit 
unto God who gave it ; and yet we continue 
senselessly engrossed in our vanity of vanities, 
in the ardent pursuit after the toys and trifles 
of this fleeting world ! ' 

As we pursued our walk, we were accosted 
by a wretched old woman, the sight of whom 
set me moralizing again. As 1 gazed on her 
tall emaciated figure, her sunken pallid features. 
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her face a net-work of wrinkles, across which 
a few straggKng grey hairs had made their way 
from beneath her torn cap : all I had been told 
of her history came into my mind. 

How often I had heard her described as a 
creature of surpassing loveliness ! — ^how vividly 
present above all was the description of that day 
when they went to her cottage, and told her 
that her only boy had fallen from the Castle slip 
into the river : her frantic despair as she rushed 
down the hill, tearing out in handfids the long 
glossy hair that floated dishevelled round her 
graceful form, uttering such piercing shrieks, 
wringing her hands, and looking withal so beau- 
tiful in her agony ! 

There are fearful and mysterious whisperings 
about that woman. If they be true, she is a 
monument of the retributive justice and long- 
suffering mercy of her God. 

Some years ago — it was in 1799 — a ship 
from the West Indies sailed into the Cove of 
Cork. On board was a young oflicer, whose 
health had been so impaired by fever, and the 
effects of a foreign climate, that it was sup- 
posed he was in a deep decline. The passage 
had been rough and tedious, and this aggra- 
vating the malady of the poor invalid, he was 

p 2 
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SO ill when he arrived in harbour that he was 
immediately taken up to Cork in one of the 
ship's boats for medical advice. By the desire 
of the physicians, he established himself in the 
village of Blackrock, there to remain until the 
vessel, after undergoing some repairs, was ready 
again to put out to sea. 

The sufferer was closely attended by an in- 
teresting young Creole, his wife. Night and 
day she watched by his bedside with the most 
affectionate anxiety, forgetting her own fatigue 
in the misery of seeing the object of her tender- 
ness gradually grow worse. At the end of a 
week the poor fellow sank under his sufferings, 
and two days afterwards his young wife lay a 
corpse by his side, her sudden death caused, as 
was supposed, by grief and exhaustion. Their 
servant, a black, decamped the same night, 
carrying off with him all their valuables, and 
every paper that could lead to the discovery 
of the friends of the poor young pair. 

Nothing was known about them in the vil- 
lage, and there were no means of finding out to 
whom the strangers belonged. The bodies were 
put into plain deal coffins, and both interred in 
the same grave ; the expenses of ther funeral 
being defrayed by a subscription among the in- 
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habitants. The occurrence was almost forgot- 
ten, when about three years afterwards an 
elderly gentleman, of a very melancholy aspect, 
came to make inquiries about the young officer 
and his wife who had died at Blackrock. He 
was conducted to the quiet churchyard where 
they lay, and after lingering there some time 
departed in great emotion, having left orders to 
erect a tablet over the grave. 

But though all this passed away in the lapse 
of years, there were not wanting at the time 
strange reports as to the sudden and mysterious 
end of the poor young lady. Dark hints were 
afloat that she had not been fairly dealt by, 
and that the draught ostensibly administered to 
lull the throes of grief had brought on that sleep 
from which there is no awakening. The black 
servant was said to have an accomplice in his 
nefarious deeds, and the finger of suspicion 
pointed to the wretched woman whom we met 
in our yesterday's walk. 

How this was, was never cleared up ; but 
certain it is, that from that hour no prosperity 
ever attended either her or her family. Her 
misfortunes were always attributed to the part 
she was thous^ht to have had in the robbery and 
supposed mLer of the friendless Creole. 
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* Luck nor grace never come nigh her door 
since ; ' her neighbours used to say. Her only 
boy, a beautiftd child, was drowned, as has 
been mentioned; and they who know how 
proudly the heart of an Irish mother yearns 
over her son, can understand what a calamity 
that was. Her daughter, a gentle and inter- 
estmg young creature — 1 remember her well — 
married a man whose brutal treatment soon 
broke her heart, and sent her to an early grave. 
Another girl fell into misery and shame, and, 
unable to endure her disgrace, in a fit of des- 
pair threw herself into the river. 

The efforts of the benevolent were exerted 
in behalf of the wretched survivors — ^but in 
vain : a curse seemed to hang over their dwell- 
ing. The father died about two years ago, in 
great poverty ; and the mother, faded wreck of 
what was once so lovely, spared by the mercy 
of God to repent of her grievous sin, (if, in- 
deed, as he alone can tell, she be guilty of that 
laid to her charge,) lingers out a solitary old 
age, supported on ahns. 

It seemed as though we were destined to con- 
trasts in our ramble ; so much that was oppo- 
site presented itself to our notice, constraining 
us to acknowledge that God's thoughts are 
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not as our thoughts, nor his ways as our 
ways. 

Here was an aged, helpless creature, of no 
use to others, and a burden to herself, left to 
prolong an apparently miserable existence; 
while in a cottage which we entered, not five 
minutes after she had passed us, there lay one 
struck down in the vigour and freshness of 
youth, with all Ufe's prospects opening be- 
fore him, surrounded with more comforts than 
usually fall to the lot of those in his hum- 
ble sphere. 

Poor fellow! it was sad to see him Ijring 
there, in that little darkened room, while the 
brilliant sunshine was lighting up the world 
outside, and all was so smiling and beautiful* 
One golden noon-day beam streamed in through 
the small window; but a wooden chair, with a 
blue check apron hung over the back, had been 
placed against it, to screen the light from the 
languid eyes of the poor sufferer. 

It was sad to see the marks and tokens of 
decay mingling with the indelible accompani- 
ments of youth and manly strength. The 
firmly-knit frame — the perfect set of teeth that 
glanced, white as snow, from beneath the 
colourless lips — the rich dark locks that lay on 
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the pale forehead — the cheeks flushed with that 
fatal but lovely hue, as sure a herald of ap- 
proaching death as the rosy sunset clouds are 
of the blackness of the coming night. Sad, too, 
it was to see those thin white hands, so lately 
* imbrowned with manly toil,' lying powerless 
on the coverlet — the idle spade against the wall 
— the heavy nailed shoes, in which their owner 
had strode over many a furrowed field, thrown 
aside under a bench. 

The poor sufierer was quite aware of his 
awful situation — that consumption had indeed 
set its seal upon him. His patient resignation 
as he lay there, so meek, so child-like, was very 
touching. * * Ah ! ' he said, * 'tis all up with 
me, I'm sure. Last night I got as cold as the 
clay, and I thought, if I was put inside within 
an oven, it wouldn't warm me : they thought 
I was just gone. Now my hands are boiling. 
But,' he added, lowering his voice to a fervent 
whisper, while a gentle sigh escaped him, * 'tis 
all as the Lord pleases — glory be to his holy 
name ! ' 

Oh, how strongly does the love of life cling 
round these faithless hearts of ours! Trust 
though we may that they have in some degree 
been awakened and renewed by the Holy Spirit, 
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how sad it is to feel that they rise with such 
difficulty to those divine things that are unseen^ 
and are so bound down to this grovelling world ! 
What a pang shot through my heart as my eyes 
rested on the youthful form extended on the 
bed, and I thought how soon it would go hence, 
and be no more seen ! 

Yes, even though I saw the gleam of anima- 
tion that lit up his languid eyes when he listen- 
ed to those cheering words, "I go to prepare a 
place for you ; " and kindled yet once again, as 
he heard from the same blessed volume of that 
heavenly city, where there shall be no more 
death, neither sorrow, nor crying, neither any 
more pain : though I could not but feel the 
overwhelming contrast between this bright 
prospect, and the gloomy chamber, the suffering 
couch, the spectacle of mortality before us ; yet 
still I could not look on that young dying man 
without a painful sinking of the heart. So weak 
is faith ! — so faintly do we reaUze those plea- 
sures which are at God's right hand for ever- 
more! 

Such a visit as this was well calculated to 
raise our thoughts to him who said, " I am the 
resurrection and the life : he that beheveth in 
me, though be were dead, yet shall he live." 
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When we resumed our walk, and that the 
glittering sunshine and tair blue sky again met 
our eyes — the merry voices of children at play 
upon the beach soimded in our ears, and all was 
life and activity once more, I am sure the aspi- 
ration of all our hearts was, " So teach us to 
number our days in this busy, stirring world, 
that we may apply our hearts unto wisdom." 



CHAPTER XVI. 

ORIENTAL EXPRESSIONS AND CUSTOMS MET WITH AMOMG THE 

IRISH PEASANTRY. 

In conversing with the Irish peasantry, and 
observing their habits, the mind is often struck 
and interested by an occasional similarity, both 
in language and customs, to those of the Scrip- 
tures, This is, of course, chiefly to be met with 
among the most primitive people, and in simple 
and secluded places. Civilization, though it 
perhaps never entirely destroys the poetry of 
feeling and imaginative qualities of the genuine 
Milesian, either weakens these characteristics, 
or makes him afraid of allowing them to be 
seen. 

Those who are acquainted with the ancient 
history of Ireland, the Egyptian and Phenician 
origin of its people, and the way in which their 
history is involved with that of the Jews, are not 
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surprised at these oriental and scripture-like 
expressions. Besides their intrinsic beauty — 
and beautiful they sometimes are, full of sim- 
plicity and grace — these primitive customs are 
fraught with hallowed associations, and it is very 
interesting to trace them to their source. 

An Irish peasant on entering a house, before 
greeting its inmates or explaining his business 
with them, invariably salutes it with * God save 
all here.' This mark of courtesy is never 
omitted, even in the poorest cabin, and it is 
touching to hear it from the lips of a passing 
stranger who seeking perhaps temporary shelter 
from a shower, takes off his hat as he crosses the 
threshold, and, looking round, reverently utters 
his * God save all here.' The sight of this can- 
not fail to recal the well-known eastern usage 
in this respect, as well as our Saviour's injunc- 
tion to his disciples, in Matthew x. 12. " When 
ye come into an house, salute it." 

A common expression among the lower orders 
of Irish, when, either in sickness or old age, 
they wish to signify that their end is approach- 
ing, is — ^ My grave is dug; my grave is ready 
for me.' An old man being congratulated on 
his hale and healthy appearance, replied, * Ah, 
lady, where's the good o' that. The red in my 
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check will soon be gone : the grave is ready for 
me,' We find these identical words in the 
beautiful and figurative complainings of Job 
(chap. xvii. 1.) " My breath is corrupt, my days 
are extinct, the graves are ready for me." 

The law of primogeniture, with respect to 
giving their daughters in marriage, is as strictly 
observed in the cottage of the Milesian now, as 
it was in the tent of the Jew of old. Many a 
rustic suitor, who has placed his afiections on 
the wrong member of the family, has received 
the same answer as that made by Laban to 
Jacob (Gen. xxix. 26.) ; " It must not be so 
done in our country, to give the younger before 
the first-bom ; " and has been obliged either to 
wait patiently until the first-born was disposed 
of ; or, as is oftener the case, apply himself with 
all diligence to remove the obstacle, by finding 
her a husband among his companions. 

Another custom, of which we find traces in 
scripture, is that of invoking a blessing when 
passing a place where any occupations, but more 
particularly rural ones, are going on. If a group 
of women are spinning outside their door, win- 
nowing corn, or cutting up potatoes for seed ; 
or a party of men are thrashing, making turf 
clamps, or engaged in any other agricultural 
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labour, no one thinks of passing them by, with- 
out saying, " God speed the work." 

I remember once, when walking on a retired 
road in the country, overtaking a pretty peasant 
girl who was returning from market with her 
bundle in her hand. We got into conversation 
with her, and she proceeded to tell us what were 
the precious contents of the old cotton handker- 
chief, which it seems had all been the purchase 
of her own little savings — * A new gownd for 
herself coming on Easter ; six ounces of coflfee 
and some sugar, a present for her mother; 
'baccy for the ould man her grandfather, who 
had no pleasure in life but smoking forenent the 
fire ; a silk handketcher for her sister, and a 
sweet cracker for her little brother that was only 
three years old — the weenoch ! ' 

While the young girl was giving us the sim- 
ple inventory of her little treasures, we came to 
a field where two men were ploughing. They 
were turning the horses at the head of a long 
ridge near the road-side, and as we passed them 
she broke ofi* her story to say, ^ God speed the 
work.' Her blushing and bashful looks made 
us think they were strangers. * Are these men 
acquaintances of yours ? ' we asked. * Oh, no,' 
she said, * I never saw them before : but whether 
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or not, sure 'twould not be right to pass people 
by that be about any kind o' work, without 
bidding them God speed with it.' 

That a similar custom existed in the time of 
David is evident from the 129th Psajm, where 
after likening the wicked to " grass upon the 
house-tops, which withereth afore it groweth 
up ; wherewith the mower fiUeth not his hands 
nor he that bindeth sheaves his bosom : " the 
psalmist goes on to say, " Neither do they which 
go by say, The blessing of the Lord be upon 
you : we bless you in the name of the Lord." 

Perhaps the deference for the male sex, 
which extends to all ranks in Ireland, but which 
among the lower orders is so strong as to cause 
the female children to be often omitted in 
counting the number of a family, may have a 
Jewish origin. One of the reasons for this 
superior estimation of the lords of the creation 
has ceased to exist since the birth of the Mes- 
siah, but the effect often continues long after 
the cause is no more ; and this national defer- 
ence among us, perhaps originally derived from 
the Jews, may be a lingering remains of the 
same feeling. 

That Hannah's prayer, " Give unto thine 
handmaid a man-child," is the frequent aspira- 
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tion of the cottage house-wife is proved by the 
superior joy with which the birth of one of the 
favourite sex is always hailed. 

Commentators in speaking of Joseph's " coat 
of many colours," have remarked, that, in the 
east, colours were a mark of distinction. That 
they were regarded in the same light by the 
ancient Milesians, we learn from an old history 
of that people, published in Paris by the Abbe 
MacGeoghegan. He says, * The different 
classes among the Irish were distinguished by 
the number of colours in the dress. The me- 
chanics and working classes wore but one 
colour, the soldiers two, officers three ; those 
who exercised hospitality, four ; the nobles, 
five ; the historians and learned, six ; which 
shews the esteem in which men of letters were 
held : lastly, the kings and princes of the blood 
wore clothes of seven colours.' 

In a biblical note to Gen. xxxvii. 3, we 
read : — * This parti-coloured tunic of Joseph 
has occasioned some speculation. The value 
and distinction attached to such variesrated 
dresses, shews that they were not common, and 
were formed by some elaborate process: this 
continued long after. In the time of David, 
such a dress was a distinction for a king's 
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daughter {2 Sam. xiii. 18); and in Judges v. 30. 
we see ladies anticipating the return of a vic- 
torious general with '* a prey of divers colours, 
of divers colours of needlework on both sides." 
The most remarkable illustration of this text 
is given by Mr. Roberts, (in his oriental 
illustrations,) who states that in India it is 
customary to invest a beautiful or &,vourite 
child with * a coat of many colours,' con- 
sisting of crimson, purple, and other colours, 
which are often tastefully sewed together. He 
adds : ^ A child being clothed in a garment of 
many colours, it is believed that neither tongues 
nor evil spirits will injure him, because the 
attention is taken from the beauty of the person 
to that of the garment.* 

Here again we have a parallel between the 
Oriental and the Irish customs, the most exact 
of any that has been yet noticed. The super- 
stition on this last point is precisely similar. As 
an illustration, I will relate what occurred in the 
case of a dear child well known to me. 

The little fellow, when about three yeqrs 
old, had a severe illness. His recovery was 
slow, and his friends were advised to take him 
to the family place in * the kingdom of Kerry,* 
that he might breathe the native air of his 

Q 
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forefathers. Perhaps there is no part of Ire- 
land where clanship, and a feudal adherence to 
the lords of the soil, are so strong as in Kerry. 
Tidings that a lovely scion of the house they 
cherished was expected in the country, soon 
spread among the followers of the family in 
question. They had heard of his beauty, and 
looked forward to giving him the cead mille 
failthe (hundred thousand welcomes) with affec- 
tionate anxiety. 

But there was one poor woman who stayed 
not for the greetings. Notwithstanding her 
attachment to the family, and her often-ex- 
pressed desire to see * her master's son,' she 
started off as soon as she heard of his expected 
arrival. None knew the errand of love on which 
she was bound, or that the object of the faithful 
creature was to reach, if possible, the home of 
the little boy before he had left it for Kerry. 

She accomplished the long and wearisome 
road that lay between her native mountains and 
Cork, and when she reached that city found, to 
her great delight, that the object of her search 
was still there. 

Long and earnestly did she gaze on the face 
of the beautiful child, dwelling on every feature 
with delighted admiration : the fair, open fore- 
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heady white as mountain snow : the dark eye- 
brows, beneath whose delicately-pencilled arch 
shone out the full blue eye, while those long, 
glossy lashes lay on the rounded cheek like 
a silken fringe ; the coral lips and dimpling 
smile full of the innocence and grace of child- 
hood. 

' They told us you were beautiful,* murmured 
the woman, * and they said right ! There's 
many a blessing waiting for you where you're 
going, — there's many a heart will leap at seeing 
your father's son. But 'twasn't to have the 
first sight of you made me travel all the way 
here. I had another reason, and I'm glad I 
am in time. See,' she added, turning to the 
mother of the Kttle boy, while she drew from 
beneath her cloak a bright crimson silk hand- 
kerchief; ' I've brought him this against the 
journey. They said the child was fair to look 
upon, and I thought may be there would be 
eyes upon him would do him more harm than 
good. If he'll wear this there's no fear. The 
bright colour will divert the evil eye from the 
bright face ; nothing can overlook him.' 

The mother, while she rejoiced at the welfare 
of her precious one was safe in his hands by 
whom the hairs of our head are numbered, 

Q 2 
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accepted the poor woman's gift. She would 
not disappoint the ardent though mistaken 
affection which had urged her to undertake a 
toilsome journey, and to expend perhaps her 
little all on, to her, so costly an article as a silk 
handkerchief. 

It was tied roimd the neck of the lovely boy, 
who arrived at his destination in safety ; doubt- 
less the imaginative peasants by whom he was 
welcomed to their native mountains in Kerry, 
when they saw the crimson kerchief, thoi^^ht 
with their Oriental forefathers, that evil spirits 
could not injure him, ' because the attention 
was taken from the beauty of the person to that 
of the garment.' 

Before I take leave of my dear little friend^ 
who is now a fine boy of seven years old, I 
must mention the strange fulfilment of part of 
a random prophecy uttered respecting him at 
that time, — one of those casual coincidences 
which, when they do happen, take such hold on 
the minds of a superstitious and wonder-loving 
people. 

He was in the arms of his fond father when a 
man, a stout and stalwart follower of a family, 
came up to pay his respects. After looking at 
him for some time in silent admiration, he said. 
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* Sir, this child will one day be the greatest of 
his race ; but neither you nor I will live to 
see it/ 

The last words, alas! have been too truly 
verified. That proud and happy ^ther^ to whom 
the * sweet miniature of life,' he held in his 
arms was such a source of never-tiring delight^ 
can look on his darling no more. Life and 
health danced in his eye and bloomed on his 
manly cheek when those words were uttered, 
and the speaker was vigorous and strong as he 
to whom he spoke : — ^both are now numbered 
with the dead. 

Besides the interest a£Porded by these eastern 
and scriptural associations when thus met with 
in common life, the vein of natural religion 
which pervades the Irish peasantry is such as 
often to awake a salutary train of feeling in the 
better instructed Christian who hears its ex- 
pressions. Their habitual sense of the presence 
and protection of God, — their almost instinctive 
recognition of his hand in all his works, are 
very touching. How often are they a silent 
rebuke to those who enjoy far superior spiritual 
advantages. 

I remember once being put to the blush by 
a poor old woman, who was giving their first 
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meal of curds and chopped netUe leaves to some 
little chickens which had just broken the shells. 
The soft downy little fairies were aU in her lap 
as she sat on the ground^ and she took up one 
and put it into my hands, that I might see it 
closer. ^ How pretty it is ! ' I said, and my 
thoughts went not beyond the tiny chirping 
thing I held. 

* Aye, that it is,' was the reply ; * and here's 
another beauty ; and that weeny yellow one 
with the brown spots. Ah ! then did'nt He 
make them well, glory be to his holy name ! ' 

There is no cant or affectation in any of 
these expressions. They appear to come direct 
from the heart, and are uttered with earnest 
and touching simplicity. * The crops are com- 
ing on finely this year, the Lord he praised! ' — 
' He is as honest a man as ever God put breath 
into.' — ' Never woman had a better head (hus- 
band) than she had, but the Lord took him 
from her.' These, and similar sayings, evince 
the constant reference to Him in whom we live 
and move and have our being. 

Let us not scorn to take a lesson even &om 
such humble instructors. Every-day rehgion is 
what we want. If we were more imbued with 
it, how far happier should we be. How many 
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anxieties and regrets, and discontented repin- 
ings would be suppressed, did we feel an abi- 
ding conviction that * the good hand of our God ' 
directed every minute event of our lives. 

It is because we forget this divine hand, and 
look to second causes alone, that we ever do 
murmur: we should not dare to do so other- 
wise. The children of Israel would not doubt- 
less have ventured to rebel as they did in the 
wilderness of Sin, had they not in like manner 
forgotten God, and rested in second causes. 
They cried out against Moses and Aaron ; but 
Moses said, " Th^ Lord heareth your murmur- 
ings which ye murmur against him ; and what 
are we ? Your murmurings are not against us, 
but against the Lord." 

What an awful thought! The accidents, 
events, and disappointments against which we 
fret and chafe, might take up the same language 
and say to us, *^ What are we ? Your mur- 
murings are against the Lord." Blind creatures 
that we are, it is only when we shall view from 
eternity the earthly path through which he has 
guided us, that we shall have any idea of our 
immense obligations to the long su£Pering of 
God. Even now we can often look back and 
bless him for withholding from us our heart's 
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desire — that once earnestly coveted good which^ 
if granted^ would^ as succeeding events have 
proved, have made us miserable. 

When Balaam's eyes were opened, and he 
saw the angel of the Lord standing in the way 
with his sword drawn in his hand, how must he 
have repented of his anger against the poor ass, 
even though she had '' crushed his foot against 
the wall." The untoward events which kindle 
our anger, and impede us in some path along 
which we are blindly rushing to destruction, are 
to us what the faithful animal was to her inhu- 
man master. They wound us for our profit ; the 
foot is crushed, the life is saved. 

Oh what themes there will be for endless 
praise when at last our eyes are opened^ and 
diat we shall no longer see through a glass 
darkly, but face to &ce ! 



CHAPTER XVII. 



ANBCDOTBS ILLUSTRATiN& THE USEFULNESS OF GIVING AWAY 
RELIGIOUS BOOKS — MR. VENN AND THE INN-KEEPER — THE 
TRAVELLER AND THE WAITING MAID — THE "SINNER'S FRIEND " 
— THE SOLDIER. 

The scriptures are &11 of stimulating precepts • 
to do good, with encouraging promises annexed 
to their fulfilment. 

** Cast thy bread upon the waters, for thou 
shalt find it after many days/^ (Eccles. xi. L) 
^^ In the morning sow thy seed, and in the 
evening withhold not thine hand, for thou 
knowest not whether shall prosper, either this 
or that, or whether they both shall be alike 
good." (Eccles. xi. 6.) " Let us not be weary 
in well doing ; for in due season we shall reap, 
if we faint not.^' (Gal. vi. 9.) ** Blessed are ye 
that sow beside all waters." (Isaiah xxxii. 20.) 
And above all, that most powerful and heart- 
stirring appeal from the lips of our divine Mas* 
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ter himself, " Verily I say unto you, inasmuch 
as ye have done it unto one of the least of these 
my brethren, ye have done it unto me." (Matt. 
XXV. 40.) 

Those whose exertions are animated by these 
promises are not, however, always permitted to 
see their fulfilment : they have to *^ walk by 
faith and not by sight" in many instances. 
The " many days " after which the bread cast 
upon the waters is to be found, are often long 
in coming ; and the " due season " when we 
shall reap if we faint not is in some cases de- 
ferred, doubtless until that day when those 
that have done good shall rise to the life 
everlasting. 

It has been given to many faithful labourers 
in the Lord's vineyard, to see the springing up 
of the good seed their hands have sown, in a 
way as delightful to themselves as it is cheering 
and encouraging to others similarly employed. 
Some very remarkable instances of this occur in 
the Memoirs of the Rev. H. Venn, with re- 
spect to the publication of " The Complete 
Duty of Man." Though the facts are well- 
known, I cannot help briefly recalling them, it 
being pleasant as well as profitable to dwell on 
so animating and gratifying a subject. 
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A year or two after the publication of the 
above-named work, Mr. Venn was travelling in 
the west of England. Sitting one morning at 
an inn window, he observed the waiter endea- 
vouring to assist a poor man who was driving a 
set of unruly pigs along the road. The people 
of the inn and others looking on were highly 
diverted at the efforts of the perplexed driver 
to manage his troublesome and obstinate charge ; 
but no one offered him the least assistance 
except the good-natured waiter. 

Mr. Venn was so pleased with the kind spirit 
shewn by this man that he called him in, and 
after observing how acceptable in the eyes of 
God was every act of benevolence done to a 
fellow-creature, proceeded to shew how great 
was His love to us in sending His Son to die for 
sinners. He urged upon the man the necessity 
of seeking for an interest in the Saviour's sacri- 
fice, and promised to send him, on his return to 
London, a book which he had written himself. 
This he accordingly did. 

Many years after this occurrence, a friend of 
Mr. Venn's stopped at the same inn on a 
Saturday night. He remained until Monday, 
and great was his surprise to find the devout 
reverence paid to the Sabbath, not only by the 
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master and his family, bat by every individual 
in the establishment. A deep sense of the 
importance of religion seemed to pervade the 
minds of all, and this in so unusual and striking 
a degree, that the traveller inquired of the 
landlord by what means it had been effected. 

The latter told him it was entirely owing to 
a work which had been sent him by a gentleman 
who had stopped at the inn several years ago, 
when he was waiter in it, which, together with 
what that gentleman said at the time, had made 
a strong impression upon him. He produced 
the book, which proved to be * The Complete 
Duty of Man.' On hearing that the traveller 
was a fidend of Mr. Venn's, and actually on his 
way to visit him, the inn-keeper wrote a letter 
to his benefactor, thanking him with overflow- 
ing gratitude for the inestimable benefit he had 
been the means of conferring on himself, his 
wife, children, and domestics. 

* Another instance,' (here I quote the words 
of the memoir,) ^ another instance occurred at 
Helvoetsluys, whilst he was waiting for a fair 
wind to convey the packet to England. Walk- 
ing upon the sea-shore, he saw a person who, 
from his dress and manner, he supposed to be 
an Englishman, and addressed him therefore in 
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English as such. The gentleman informed him 
that he was a Swede, though he had lived many 
years in England, and was well acquainted with 
the language and manners of that country. This 
circumstance induced him to enter into conver- 
sation with him. The subject of religion was 
soon introduced, when to Mr. Venn's great 
pleasure, he found that his companion was 
decidedly a religious character. 

* The stranger invited Mr. Venn to sup with 
him, and then, after much interesting conversa- 
tion, took out of his portmanteau a book to 
which he said he owed all his impressions of 
religion, and presenting it to him, asked him if 
he had ever seen it* This was his own work, 
and it cost Mr. Venn no little effort to suppress 
those emotions of vanity which would have 
induced him at once to discover that he was 
himself the author of it.' 

The anecdote of Mr. Venn and the inn-keeper 
reminds me of a circumstance not very dissimi- 
lar,, once related to me by a friend. It is inter- 
esting in a double point of view, exemplifying 
the value of *' a word in season," and the efficacy 
of prayer. 

A gentleman was travelling through a beau- 
tiful part of England in the summer season ; the 
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weather during the day had been balmy and 
enchanting, and the scenery surpassingly lovely. 
Where an ardent admiration for the beauties of 
nature is brightened and elevated by renewed 
and spiritual affections, and the pleasures of the 
man of refined taste are united with the joys of 
the Christian, the enjoyment is great indeed. 
The mind of the traveller was full of the most 
delightful emotions, as towards evening he 
approached an inn romantically situajted in the 
outskirts of a picturesque little town. 

Gratitude to God and love to man overflowed 
in his heart, when entering the court-yard his 
holy and peaceful aspirations were on a sudden 
painfully checked by the clamour of noisy oaths, 
drunken songs, and blasphemous vociferations, 
that proceeded from a scene of uproarious 
revelry within. He hurried past the unhallowed 
carousal, so peculiarly discordant to his feelings 
at the moment. In the yard were ostlers and 
stable-men, and many idle haijgers-on of a 
coimtry inn loitering about, some playing at 
pitch-and-toss, others swearing, and all engaged 
in a way that tended little to raise the suddenly 
depressed spirit of the traveller. 

He was shewn into a pretty room out of reach 
of these uncongenial sounds, and commanding a 
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lovely view of the surrounding country ; but the 
sight did not restore his tranquillity; and when, 
in a few minutes, an interesting looking young 
woman came to lay the table and make prepa- 
rations for his repast, he could not avoid regard- 
ing her with sincere compassion. He eagerly 
seized the opportunity of entering into conver- 
sation with her. 

' You seem to have a good deal to do here, 
he said, * this house is doubtless well frequented?' 

* Oh yes,' was the reply, * plenty to do, sir ; 
the inn is always full, especially in the summer 
season.' 

* Well,' observed the gentleman, ' it is plea- 
sant to be employed; but,' he added, in an 
earnest tone, ^ I hop6 you do not forget, while 
so busy about many things, that you have an 
immortal soul to attend to, which requires your 
serious care. I hope you think sometimes of 
that ? ' 

The girl made no reply, but went on busying 
herself among the plates and knives. 

* You are anxious, I am sure,' persevered the 
traveller, * to act faithfully towards your master 
and mistress, and attend to their work ; but we 
have all of us a Master in heaven. Do you ever 
pray to him ? ' 
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* Oh/ said the young woman, with a careless 
toss of her head ; ' we have no time in this 
house to think of those things : they are all yery 
well for people who have nothing else to do. 
At night I am so tired and sleepy after the day's 
work, that I am glad enough to get to bed 
without more delay ; and in the morning, I pro. 
mise you, sir, I have something else to do besides 
praying — no, indeed, I have no time to pray.* 

* Do you think, young woman,' said the tra- 
veller, * this excuse will be accepted in that 
awful day when you will stand before the judg- 
ment-seat of Christ ? Believe me, it will not. 
Besides, remember that God is a spirit, present 
at every time and in every place. He can hear 
a prayer ofiered up sincerely and from the heart 
whenever you utter it ; and what is there to 
prevent your doing so while you are about your 
business in the house ? Do you not think if 
you were to pray to the Lord, even when going 
up and down stairs, or now while laying that 
table (if you could not contrive to do it at any 
other time), he would condescend to hearken to 
you? 

The young woman muttered an unwilling 
reply, and listened ¥rith indifference and almost 
dislike to some farther observations which the 
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traveller made, on the value of her soul, and 
the nece9sity of attending to its concerns. When 
she was leaving the room he said^ 

* I have one reqaest to make of you : it is 
very simple, and I hope you will not refuse me^ 
for I really feel a deep interest in your welfitare* 
Will you promise to repeat over two or iJii^ee 
times every day these few words, ' O Loid, 
ehange my heart.' They will not interfere witb 
any of your occupations ; do promise not to 
forget them.' 

The girl gave a reluctant consent, and next 
momii^ the gentleman left the inn. About 
tfaijee years afterwards he was travelling the 
same road, and, passing by the hotel, recollected 
his old acquaintance, and went in to make 
inquiries about her. 

* You mean the maid that used to wait here 
three years ago/ ssdd one of the servants who 
heard him ask ; ^ She*s left us long since, Sir : 
she got too good to stay among us,' he added 
with a sneer, ' after she took to reading the 
Bible and going to church.' 

The gentleman heard these words wiA a 
thrill of delight. He felt the strongest anaMty 
to know more about the young woman, and at 
last, after many inquiries, succeeded in diseo* 

R 
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vering her abode in a retired part of the little 
town. She recognized him immediately. 

* Oh sir,' she exclaimed, * how glad I am to 
see you, and to be able to thank you for that 
prayer you taught me. At first I used to repeat 
it without thinking what I said ; but soon the 
words seemed to strike me. All you told me 
about my soul came into my mind ; and when I 
looked round, and saw the drunkennness and 
blasphemy and wicked doings that were going 
on, I became frightened, and used indeed to 
long that God would change my heart. So he 
did, sir, when I prayed so earnestly. I felt like 
a different person, and began to see that the 
inn was no place for me, where I had no time to 
attend to religion, and nothing but evil exam- 
ples on all sides. I left it ; and since I have 
been settled in this quiet house, and able to 
serve God, have enjoyed more peace and hap-» 
piness than I ever knew before.' 

Those who are in the habit of giving away 
tracts and religious books are often rewarded by 
subsequent proofs of their usefulness. I be- 
lieve the distribution of that excellent little 
work, *The Sinner's Friend,* has been more 
peculiarly blessed than almost any other. Let 
me add, from personal experience, another to 
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the many well-known instances of its happy 
results. 

An interesting group, consisting of a mother 
and several blooming children, presented them- 
selves before our drawing-room windows. The 
mother was young and very pretty, and there 
was something in her manner and appearance 
that shewed she had known better days, and 
was not accustomed to ask for charity; she 
looked careworn and dejected, and the expres- 
sion of sorrow on her delicate features was a 
touching contrast to the bright and happy faces 
of her children. 

These, though poorly clad, seemed to have 
been well attended to ; their clothes were neatly 
patched, and carefully put on, their hair glossy 
and smooth ; and there was a propriety of man- 
ner about them, and an affectionate and anxious 
pride in the looks the poor mother bent on her 
Uttle flock, that shewed they were the objects 
of much care and pains. 

The eyes of the young woman glistened with 
delight at the notice bestowed on the children ; 
but when she was asked about her husband her 
countenance suddenly fell; she coloured and 
hesitated, and it was evident there was some- 
thing relating to him that she wished to conceal* 

R 2 
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' He did not do much for his fiiHiily/ she said, 
but then his health was sometimes bad ' — ^ : in 
short, she tried to avoid the snbjecty and of course 
it was urged no farther : the faults of a husband 
not being the most agreeable theme for a wife 
to be obliged to speak on. 

When the temporal wants of the party were 
relieved, some books and tracts were produced) 
which were hailed by the children with the most 
eager delight. They were very mtelligent 
little people, and could read nicely. A Testa- 
ment and a ^ Sinner's Friend ' were among the 
books ; and great was the comparing of notes 
about the respective treasures of each; wbose 
tracts had the gayest covers or the most pictures 
in them, &c. which discussions and comparisons, 
despite the admonitory looks of the motheiv 
continued as long as the happy little group were 
in sight down the avenue. 

It might have been about a year after this, 
when the same party appeared in the same 
place, not however this time to ask for relief. 
They came to tell of improved prospects, and 
to return thanks for past favours. When they 
Were about to depart, an otEsr of more little 
books was made ; as they wet^ being handed 
out to them through the open window, tho 
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young wom^n came forward with sudden ani- 
mation^ and exclaimed^ ^ Oh, is that a Sinner's 
Friend ? Is oue of those a Sinner's Friend ? ^ 

* No,' was the reply ; * it is not among these 
books : but you can have one if you wish. Do 
you like the Sinner s Friend ? ' 

^ Like it ! 'tis I that have good reason to like 
it : 'tis a blessed, blessed book ! You might 
remember, young ladies, that was among the 
books and tracts you gave the children here long 
ago. I was a miserable woman then: for though 
I never owned it to mortal at the time, nor 
wbuld*nt even to my own mother, my husband 
was very bad and unkind to me, and was grow- 
ing worse and worse every day. I may say it 
now — for thanks be to Ood and that dear book 
— he's an altered man. He used to drink then, 
and between that and his bad health (for he 
was always sickly), his temper grew so bad that 
it was often hard to bear the ill usage he gave 
myself and the children. My heart was broken 
when I looked at him going to ruin, body and 
soul. 

* Well ladies, when the young ones carried 
home the books, he began to look over them, 
for he's a fine scholar; but the one that took 
him entirely was " The Sinner's Friend." He 
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was always reading it, and from the time that 
he did so, the greatest change came over him* 
He gave up drinking and swearing, and every 
thing that was bad, and became as humble and 
gentle as a child. He's so kind and affectionate 
to me now," (here the poor thing's voice fal- 
tered, and her eyes filled up with tears,) " that 
he's the comfort of my life ; and so patient 
under his sufferings. His health is very bad ; 
sometimes he is unable to leave his bed for days 
together, and all he can do is to read the 
Testament, and teach the children ; but ever 
and always he likes " The Sinner's Friend.'* 
* He never settles himself to rest at night, 
be it late or early, without reading one of the 
little chapters in it. The dear book is almost 
worn out.' 

Speaking of distributing tracts reminds me 
of a lady who on one occasion accompanied a 
friend in a drive to the country. This lady 
was observed by her friend to throw something 
' out of the carriage windows, right and left, at 
intervals ; and the action was so often repeated 
as they drove along, that the curiosity of the 
latter was raised so as to induce her to ask its 
meaning. The lady shewed her a reticule fall 
of little hard packets, each of which was a 
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penny piece folded up in a tract, which sher 
threw out whenever she saw any one on the 
road likely to pick it up. 

This was literally " casting the bread of 
life : " but let not any one smile at the unusual 
mode of dispensing it, or at the faith and zeal 
which prompted the act. If one only of those 
little packets of divine seed were permitted to 
fall upon good ground — if but one immortal 
soul were awakened, one human being caused 
to sing the song of the Lamb that was slain, 
among the white-robed throng, instead of gnash- 
ing his teeth for ever and ever where the worm 
dieth not, — how ample the reward ! 

God is often pleased to work in the most 
unexpected ways. Who does not recollect the 
well-known instance of the young profligate who 
stretched himself to rest under the shade of a 
tree : his finding there entangled in a bough part 
of the tail of a kite ; his idly untwisting one of 
the paper joints, and reading on it the text from 
scripture, which brought the arrow of convic- 
tion home to his heart ? 

Then again the published narrative of * Creed 
the sailor.' Did it not seem almost * hoping 
against hope' to expect any benefit from putting 
a tract into the bosom of a drunken sailor, at 
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tke moment when he was reeling id>ottt the 
streets in a state of beastly intoxkatum ? Ajod 
yet that tract (' James Covey ') was afteimvwds 
the means, under God, of rescuing him from 
perdition of body and soul. 

How often have I heard a dear firi^id,— him- 
self one of the brightest examples of what a 
Christian minister ought to be,— -descaBt upon 
the useful labours of a lady of his aequaint-^ 
ance, and earnestly recommend her as an ob- 
ject of imitation to others of her sex ! This 
lady used to devote a large portion of her time 
to binding tracts, coYering and ornamenting 
them in a way that made them acceptable to 
many who would have cared little for them 
otherwise. I have seen some of her Httfe 
books, and smiled at the ingeniuty that made 
them so attractive at such a cheap rate. Scnqas 
<rf 8hewy<oloured papei-picturescat of new., 
papers, or from the heads of grocers' and 
chemists' bills, gaily painted and pasted on the 
covers — steam-packets, mail-coaches, Hobs and 
unicorns : such were the humble material 
made use of by one who possessed more gamine 
taste and talent than half the owners oi the 
most recherche albums can boast o£. The en- 
Telcqpes of a piece of Irish linen^ with d^ir 
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magnificent ^t designs en « U110 or «cadi^ 
Impound were inestimnble trea8lures.^r^llappy.tb^ 
person who eould obtaiii a bopk who8a<)(W(^ 
shone with these resplendent ornaments ! 

This lad J was staying aj; a oountiy place' on 
a mit. The avenue gate opened cm % Ugh 
road, along which troops often marched when 
ehanging quarters. One day a regiment was 
expected to pass by cm its way to a distMt 
town, and no sooner bad the lady heard of k 
than, always on the watch for souls, she 8al«- 
lied forth with a large basket of books, and 
stationed herself at tihe gate« The contents of 
the basket were distributed to the men as th^y 
lasaed, the lady returned to the house, and the 
droumstance faded away from her mind. 

The following spring she went to I>abliA» 
and one morning, when taking a solitary walk 
in Merrion-square, observed a soldier standing 
outside the railings, gazing intently at hev* 
Wherever she moved he continued to watch 
her, and on her advancing to an opposite gate, 
£ax the purpose of getting out of thes^aze, 
she saw him walk quicldy towards her. 
. The lady felt greatly annoyed at being thus 
watched by a stranger : she retraced her steps 
into the square, intending to remain ihexe tiU 
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the man had gone. But the man did not go : he 
seemed determined to keep his station near 
the gate, and she, tired of waiting, at last re- 
solved to pass through it. 

The soldier touched his cap as she approached, 
and walking up to her, accosted her respect* 
fuUy. 

* Madam/ he said, drawing from his pocket 
one of her little volumes of tracts, * I fear you 
will think me rude, but I could not leave this 
spot without thanking you. This is your gift : 
you gave it to me at an avenue gate in the 
country when we were marching by. When I 
opened it, and found it was a religious book, I 
would have thrown it away at once, but I kept 
it for the sake of the cover : now I can value 
the contents. I am a changed man, and I may 
thank you, madam, for it.' 

All these are encouraging facts, if encourage- 
ment be needed — if a moment's reflection on the 
overwhelming value of an immortal soul be not 
enough to animate us. An immortal, never- 
djring soul ! The toils, the efibrts, the unceas- 
ing exertions of a whole life, would seem richly 
repaid by being the means of rescuing even one. 

Besides, it is such a privilege to be permitted 
to labour in the Lord's vineyard. God does 
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not want our poor services — he can do without 
our humble instrumentality. He will convert 
souls to himself, and accomplish the number of 
his elect ; and if we do not aid in this great 
work, others will : the very stones will cry out 
if we hold our peace, " for God is able of 
the stones to raise up children unto Abraham." 
Let us not be discouraged if we do, as all 
must, meet with ingratitude^ and checks, and 
disappointments. Our Divine Master had many 
to contend with. 

' The Son of God in doing good 
Was ^Eiin to look to heaven and sigh ; ^ 
And shall the heirs of sinfiil blood 
Seek joy unmix'd in charity ? 

God will not let love's work impart 
Full solace, lest it steal the heart ; 
Be thou content in tears to sow 
Blessing, like Jesus, in thy woe.' 

But why think of discouragements, while there 
are trumpet-tongued words like these to animate 
and cheer us on : — 

* My beloved brethren, be ye stedfast, un- 
moveable; always abounding in the work of 
the Lord, forasmuch as ye know that your la- 
hour is not in vain in the Lord, 

» Mark vii. 34. 



CHAPTER XVIII. 

GIVING UP ALL FOR CHRIST — DAVID MARGOSCHI — aATZNO 
ORACS IN AN mSB CABIN. 

In my morning's reading were tke^e 'words: 
" He that loveth &ther or mother more than 
me is not worthy of me ; and he that lovieth son 
or daughter more than me, is not worthy of 
me. And he that taketh not his cross, and 
followeth after me, 19 not worthy of me.** 
(Matt. X. 37, 38.) What awful words they 
are — how few, if indeed any, can read them 
without a pang of self-reproach ! 

But I will not record the reflections that 
occupied my mind as I stopped to ponder over 
them — ^common-place, such as had suggested 
themselves a hundred times before, and suiph as 
would probably occur to the mind of any rea- 
der of the same passage. ^ One fact,* says the 
proverb, * is worth a hundred arguments/ Let 
me turn from trite reflections to the instance of 
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one who did leave all to follow Christ, who took 
up his cross, and proved by hi& conduct that he 
loved his Saviour better than father, mother, or 
friends. 

David Margoschi was a Polish Jew. His 
countenance is before me n6w ; pale and in- 
telligent-looking, full of peace, notwithstanding 
an habitual touch of sadness, which shelved 
there was some secret sorrow, some * cross' to 
be borne with patient submission. His thought- 
ful blue eyes seetned hardly to belong to a 
foreign land; but there was the pecuUftr ex- 
pression about the mouth not to be mistaken 
by observers of physiognomy, who can dis- 
tinguish in a moment by their form and move- 
ment, lips used to give utterance to a foreign 
tongue. 

Margoschi w« a trader in jeweUety md other 
wares ; his family were wealthy, and he himself, 
in his frequent visits to England, was acquiring 
means, which he looked forward to spendhti^ 
among his friends in his own dear country^ 
Poland. During one of his joumies through 
our land of light and liberty, he found the true 
riches, the pearl of great price ; and, like the 
merchantman in the gospel, he went a&d Sold 
all that he had and bought it. 
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The price was high — home, country, friends, 
domestic happiness, earthly prospects — all were 
to be given up. But he had deliberately 
counted the cost, and was resolved to leave all 
and follow Christ. He spoke in animated lan- 
guage of the peace and happiness he had en- 
joyed since he had found the way of salvation 
through a crucified Saviour; but when he 
mentioned the friends whom he was never to 
see more, his voice faltered, his lips quivered, 
and the colour forsook his face. 

* Yes,' he said, * I was very dear to my 
family once, but now I am dead to them ; worse 
than dead, disgraced. In my country, when 
they hear of a man becoming a Christian, his 
friends and relations gather together, and per- 
form the same rites as for the dead. A large 
wax taper is lighted, and kept constantly burn- 
ing for ten days: the company sit on the 
ground, without shoes, uttering lamentations, 
and cutting their garments. The females of the 
house wear a black mantle for a year, and the 
name of the disgraced person is never after- 
wards mentioned. If by accident it escape any 
of the family, all who happen to be within 
hearing are bound to pronounce a solenm curse. 
This is the way with mine now in the place. 
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where I hoped to end my days ; where I used 
always to find love and welcome after my long 
joumies in distant lands/ 

He turned away as he spoke, to hide the 
rising tear which betrayed but too well the 
depth and acuteness of his feelings. A passing 
emotion v^ll call up the tears that seem to 
swell so naturally into a woman's eye ; but when 
these * waters of the heart ' are wrung from 
the sterner nature of man, how bitter must be 
the pang that forced them there ! 

* You have no idea,' continued Margoschi, 
* of the horror with which Christianity is re- 
garded among my Jewish countrymen. They 
know nothing of the religion of the New Tes- 
tament, as it is practised in these countries ^ 
they judge of it only by seeing the idolatrous 
rites of Popery, the image-worship and mum- 
mery of every kind that goes on around them. 
In their opinion, heathenism is far preferable.' 

This feeling against Christianity, mentioned 
by David Margoschi, is not to be wondered at, 
for the customs of some of the members of the 
church of Rome on the Continent, are such 
as one would hardly expect to meet with among 
the most ignorant and darkened Hindoos. 

For instance, there are the Hungarian sellers 
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of wooden Ware, who go every season to Vi^ina 
to dispose of their goods. Each of these 
men carries about with him a little carved 
image of the Virgin, as his peculiar saint 
and patroness; and nothing is more com- 
mon than to see one of them, on a day 
when he has been imsuccessful in his sdles, 
turn into a bye street, take out the image, 
beat, kick it about, trample it in the dirt widi 
angry spitefulness, and then, after having 
satisfied his vindictive feelings on the wooden 
offender, take her up, and putting her in his 
coat-pocket, march quietly off ! 

David Margoschi had preserved many relics 
of his Jewish belief. He shewed us the piece 
of cloth, about a quarter of a yard square, 
edged with a broad blue fringe, one of which 
he had constantly worn, night and day, from 
his earliest childhood until he became a Qiris- 
tian. This is worn on the breast, under the 
other clothes, and is intended to represent the 
fnnges in the borders of their garments, which 
the Lord directed the Israelites to make, in 
Numbers xv. 38, 

The original design of these, hoMFCver, seems 
to be lost sight of by the modem descendants 
of Abraham in Poland ; for, said David, * In 
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my country every Jew wears this as a talisman; 
he thinks no devil or Wicked spirit can come 
near him when he has it on ; thus substituting 
a superstition for the divine purpose, " that ye 
may look upon it, and remember all th6 com- 
mandments of the Lord, and do them; and 
that ye seek not after your own heart and your 
own eyes." ' 

The mode in which the phylacteries (which 
he also shewed us) are worn, seems equally 
little calculated to ejffect their original object of 
recalling the precepts of the law ; for these, 
which are beautifully written on strips of parch- 
ment, are folded and enclosed in a little box 
about an inch square, careiblly sewed up on 
all sides. 

David Margoschi's Hebrew prayer-book was 
in my possession for some time. A translation 
was interleaved, and it had a curious effect to 
an unlearned person like myself, the beginning 
to read a book at the end, if I may make use 
of an Irishism ; page 1 being at the end of 
the volume, and page 200 at the commence- 
ment. The blank leaves were full of the 
owner's writing. There were Hebrew and 
German hymns, and many fragmentis of poetry, 
and expressions breathing the most ardent love 

S 
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to his country and fnends, which affwied a 
touching testimony to the painful efi>rtit must 
have cost the poor fellow to gire tiiem up. 

His love to the Saviour he. had found must 
have been indeed great, to bear him through 
such a struggle, and enable him to come off 
victorious. It made a deep impression upon 
me at the time, and the verse in the Bible, 
which gave rise to this morning's' meditations, 
never fails to recal his case to my mmd. David 
Margoschi, as far as any erring fdlQW^-mortal 
might venture to judge, seemed truly, in this 
sense, " worthy of Jesus." 

The expressions of his regret and • affection 
were in several languag^Si The following 
English lines are a specimen of the rest. 

Farewell to the land of my birth, 
Where all that are dear to me dwell. 

The place I love most upon earth, 
O, land of my fathers, &rewell ! 

• And on another leaf — 

Farewell my peaceful early home^ 

For ever fere thee well ! 
Compelled, alas ! from thee to roam, 

'Neath other roofs to dwell : 
I linger on thy threshold yet. 

Another glance to take ; 
But, oh I I never can forget. 

Although 1 most forsake. 
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There are some things in the Hebrew prayer- 
book which might well be imitated by Chris- 
tians — the graces^ for instance. Some of these 
were very beautiful. There were, besides the 
graces before and after meat, * A grace to be 
said at thunderings and lightnings,' ' A grace 
upon hearing of any one's death,' * A grace to 
be said at seeing a, person who has recovered 
from dangerous illness,' which Margoschi told 
us was always done in his country, on meeting 
the individual in the street or elsewhere. The 
* Grace at seeing a rainbow,' struck me as very 
appropriate :- 

^ Blessed art thou, O Lord our God! King 
of the- universe, Rememberer of the covenant, 
faithful in his covenant^ and in performing of 
his words.' 

Speaking of graces, the most earnest and 
heartfelt of these, so often merely verbal 
thanksgivings, that I ever heard uttered, was 
in an Irish cabin. I had taken shelter there 
from a heavy shower of rain, and while the 
poor woman of the house, with her national 
courtesy, was wiping the best chair with her 
apron, and finding a place on the uneven floor, 
where it could rest with its four legs on the 
ground, I stood drying my garments by the 

s 2 
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fire, upon which a large pot of potatoes was 
boiling away most merrily. 

These were intended for the dinner of a 
labouring man, a half-witted, simple, poor 
creature, who lodged in the house. In a few 
minutes he entered the cabin, and, donning 
his hat, with a respectful salutation to me, 
went to seat himself in quiet expectation in a 
corner where stood a form and a little deal 
table. 

The woman took the pot off the fire, and I 
shall never forget the look of eager hungry 
delight, with which the poor fellow eyed the 
smoking contents. The process of serving them 
up was amusingly simple. In one moment I 
saw the potatoes all overturned into a piece of 
blue j&rieze, through which the water was 
strained off: — they were then very uncere- 
moniously tumbled out upon the table, where, 
flanked with a piggin * of thick milk, they lay 
in a heap before the countryman. 

The hungry expectant gazed at the feast 
with intense satisfaction. I had been watching 
the preparations curiously, and now expected 
to see him begin at once to devour his meal. 

^ A little wooden drinking vessel, shaped like a faiiy pail. 
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But no : he took up one of the potatoes, and 
looking at it, said, in a sort of half sohloquy, 
and with the most fervent devotion : 

' Well, sure an' sure now, God is very good, 
glory be to his holy name ! See here, he makes 
these grow down in the earth, sending rain, 
and sun, and fine weather, an' all in order that 
we might have our good dinner ; thanks be to 
him for it this day,' 

What a lesson might many of us learn from 
this poor fellow, so abounding in his gratitude 
for his most frugal repast ; we whose luxurious 
tables are abundantly spread — whose mercies 
are renewed to us every morning — how often 
do we partake of them with thankless indiffe- 
rence towards the divine Giver, repeating over 
a mechanical grace, without once thinking of 
the all-bountiful hand which supplies us day by 
day vdth daily bread. 

But to return to David Margoschi. He was 
truly a striking example of the power of the 
Holy Spirit in subduing natural affections, or 
rather in shedding abroad the love of God so 
powerfully in the heart as to overcome the 
strongest instincts of nature. 

History, as well as Scripture, affords us 
many instances o£ this. It is recorded of a 
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poor weaver, of Shoreditch, in the reign of 
queen Mary, named Thomas Tomkins, .that his 
persevering denial of the real presence ki the 
sacrament, so incensed hisbop Bonner us- to 
cause him to hold the man's hand in the flames, 
until it was nearly consumed. And Tomkins 
afterwards told a firiend that while his :hand 
was burning, his mind was so wonderfully sus- 
tained, that he felt no pain : not ev^i when the 
veins and sinews began to 8hrink>> and ^ the 
blood gushed out upon Harpsfield, who stood 
by, did he wince or stir from his firm position. 

But what is bodily torture compared to the 
agony of having, for Christ's sake, to break 
through those fond and tender ties that have 
wound themselves into our inmost heaJDts, grow^ 
ing with our growth and strengthening with our 
strength from earliest childhood- 

This is a cross that many — many Christians 
have to bear ; their foes are of their own house- 
hold : those who are near and^ dear to them 
regard their change of heart and life with con- 
stemation; and see them turning into a new 
path with surprise and dismay; . Alone in his 
family the follower of Christ has often to tread 
that path, and struggle with the bitter fe^ng 
that he is wounding those over whom his heaii 
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yearns with the fondest affection ; frustrating, 
perhaps, the cherished schemes of worldly ad- 
vancement, which have cost affectionate parents 
years of toil and hope. 

Thrice happy those whom God, in his mercy, 
has not called to bear such a trial as this! 
They who are not forced to give up father and 
mother, brother or sister for the sake of Christ 
— whose natural affections do not come into 
collision with higher and spiritual duties. They 
should :<:iontemplate the reverse, of the picture, 
in ordei: thajk, with a sense of the benefit, their 
xleep ai)4 heartfelt, thankfuhiess for it might 
abound. 



CHAPTER XIX. 



LIFB WITHOUT BXUGION.— THB WIDOW AND HER SON. 

How truly miserable must this world be to 
those who have no vital religion in their hearts 
— ^who are not practically influenced by its 
hopes and motives ! 

It is all very well while health and prosperity 
are at their height, and while the intoxication 
of pleasure for a time supplies the place of that 
calm, steady, happiness — the delightful sense of 
peace and reconciliation with God through the 
blood of Christ — the light-heartedness of feel- 
ing the burden of sin removed from the con- 
science — the comforting assurance of having a 
Friend, an Advocate, a Saviour at the hour of 
utmost need — ^the joyful prospect of eternal 
rest and re-union with departed Mends — those 
glorious hopes for the fiiture, and that peace at 
the present which passeth all imderstanding — 
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the all, too long to enumerate, that makes the 
Christian's life so happy a one. 

But when the cloud of adversity darkens, 
and the cheerless night of affliction oversha- 
dows the fair horizon, how intolerable must be 
the gloom! I cannot conceive how any one 
can bear up against the bitter pangs of grief, 
or indeed even contend with the daily common 
rubs and disappointments of life, without the 
supports of religion, its hopes and promises, 
and the abiding conviction that everything, 
great and small, that happens, is by the ap- 
pointment and with the cognizance of a God of 
love. 

These thoughts have arisen from the perusal 
of a powerfully-written narrative, containing 
the history of one who was the victim of cruel 
persecution. He was thrown into prison for 
debt, and the lingering miseries of long years 
of incarceration were aggravated by seeing a 
beloved wife and child gradually pine away and 
die before his eyes. 

They had quitted a pleasant country home, 
the scene of happiness and domestic Kfe, for a 
close and miserable lodging near the prison. 
Every day was spent in the cell of the prisoner, 
and at night they returned to their garret, and 
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as time rolled wearily on, the effects of confifie- 
ment and wretchedness were visible in the 
emaciated frame and pallid cheek* The child 
died first. . The already broken-heazted mother 
did not long survive the shock, and over hear 
corpse the bereaved husband and Either vowed 
the most deadly and persevering rev^ige against 
his oppressor. 

He lived to accomfdish his- iearf ol vow* 
After his release from prison, vengeance Jbeoame 
the object to which he devoted his life— ven- 
geance so relentless and diabolical as tp be 
satiated only by witnessing the dying ironies 
of its victim, worn out by mental sufferings the 
most acute. -. 

The writer of the above was evidently, not 
under the influence of religion; and^hore wss 
something so awful in the ,pict^ire, «uch utt^r 
hopelessness in the despair, such a ^f;otal absence 
in the faintest gleam of consolation ^midrthe 
most aggravated sufferings, that 4t was enough 
to make one go down on one's knees^ and..prmse 
God tor ti^)se;tQ whom he had vouchsafed any 
measure of bis divine Spirit, as well «s tpray 
earnestly for ^ch as without reljgion .had.>to 
struggle with the. waves <^ this troid^leswi^ 
world, vUke a Adp in a stormy ? stea^. witb^o^ 
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anchor to stay, compass/ to direct^ oit haven to 
look forward to. 

If it be true, that those who . are Uessed with 
health know not its /full value until th^- either 
feel or witness the i sad effects of heing deprived 
of it, surely those who i enjoy the abiding peace 
and comforts of religion are not490 fully awajce 
of the inestimable treasure they possess, or of 
the golden sunshine which the lamp.oftlife sheds 
over thee earthly path^ until they really see 
what a icold, cheerless^ miserable blsmk the 
world ia without it. 

It was mine ooice to witness « the hopeless 
grief of ^ a fellow-creature crushed beneath^ the 
agony ^ a sharp and sudden blow, without 
knowing where to turn foE. consolation : .and it 
was mine— ^blessed be .GoA-^to see therdark 
mists of error, ignorance, and sorrow cleav away 
before :the glorious lightr of revelation, > aa the 
healing'cbalm of l^e.goi^el was. pouredr into 
those bleeding wounds. ; -.j. . 

The sufferer vrsA'^i poor sinqple cottager^ none 
whom liie worid aund it&.pioud ones would haw 
despisedi But th0iigh:>of ^no accounirin/ilie 
eye of men, she; is, J.humbly trust, accepted of 
God, and'. wiU: sUne bright in his kingdom 
when all earthly distinctions shall have passed 
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away, ''in that day when he maketh up his 
jewels," 

I saw her generally three days in every week 
during a whole summer, and my visits to her 
lowly cabin were very delightful, and I hope not 
wholly without profit to myself. Many of her 
simple expressions and remarks on passages of 
scripture read to her, I noted down at the time. 
Thev interested me much : there was a firesh- 
ness and genuine feeling in all she said, a fer- 
vour and earnestness of manner ; and her ges- 
tures were the more expressive and energetic, 
from the difficulty she felt in giving utterance 
to what overflowed at her heart, in a foreign 
tongue ; for English was a foreign tongue to her, 
as it is to many of the poor in Ireland. 

The cottage of the widow L was not far 

from our abode, and we could seldom pass it 
without being tempted to go in. There was 
always her smiling face at the door, as she stood 
curtesying her welcome and invitation ; for she 
was proud of the little place which she kept 
scrupulously clean, and whitewashed with her 
own hands ; and she had always some little new 
acquisition, a jug or bowl, just added to the 
store of delf on the dresser, to display before 
our admiring eyes. 
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Her only companion was a son, the last that 
remained to her of her family. I never saw any 
thing like the affection thus subsisted between 
them. It was perhaps strengthened by her 
having, to make use of an Irish phrase, ' earned 
him very dear,' for he had been delicate in 
his childhood, and she had carried him about 
to various places, and consulted many doctors, 
and * lost a power of money by him.' 

He grew up, however, to be of the greatest 
use and comfort to her, and she was never tired 
of descanting on his good qualities. * There 
was never mother had a better son than Tom ; 
he worked late and early for her, and was as 
loving and tender as a daughter, and so handy 
about the little cabin ! Then he wasn't like 
other boys ; no one ever heard him cursing or 
swearing ; an' he never could bear to say a bad 
word of mortal, or even to stand by when any 
back-biting was going on. The last time he 
saved a few shillings out of his earnings, instead 
of putting a new hat or a pair of shoes on him- 
self, he laid them out on a thick flannel petti- 
coat for her, coming on winter — and he wouldn't 
call her * mother,' only * mother asthore,' and 
* mother mavoumeen * (my dear, my darling), 
ever an' always.* 
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One springy Tom had an attack x>f illness. 
It promised to be tedious, and the physician, 
who lived at a distance, was anxious that the 
young man should go to the hospital, where he 
would be immediately under his own eye, and 
his recovery more rapid than at home. Every 
day the anxious mother used * to run to town,' 
(as she called it) barefoot, a distance of six long 
Irish mile^ to visit her son. On her return in 
tke evening, she generally came up to our house, 
to announce, with a joyful &ce, that ^ Tom was 
better, glory be to God ! and would be soon 
home.' 

Ghreat was her delight the first day that she 
was told he was well enough to eat meat, and 
in fact now no longer considered an invalid. 
Thinking he would relish any thing prepared 
by herself, and coming from his ownlitde cabin, 
more than what they would give him at the 
hospital, she procured a chicken, which she 
dressed and put in a jug, with a paper carefully 
tied over it. At the first grey light of morn- 
ing she started ofi* with the dainty. A neigh- 
bour, who was driving his car into town, over- 
took her as she was toiling through the miry 
road, and offered her a 'lift;^ but she wa3 
hardly seated in the vehicle than > dbe begged 
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him to stop and let her oat again, lest the jolt* 
ing should spill the liquor that was about 
the chicken in the jug, and any should 
be lost. 

When at last the poor woman reached the 
hospital, the doors were shut ; and thinking it 
might be too early to expect admittance, she 
sat down to wait patiently on the steps. At 
kngth she ventured to knock, and, on going in, 
saw the doctor in the hall, looking very much 
agitated, and talking earnestly to the nurses, 
who seemed in much confusion, dismay being 
in every face. 

What an anxious throbbing thing is a mo- 
ther's heart! now rising, now sinking— a ther- 
mometer of the affections! The poor widow 
L — — 's misgave her in a moment. She said 
in a trembling voice to the physician, * I ^sup- 
pose, sir, I may go up to my child ? ' The doc- 
tor and the nurses exchanged looks, and en- 
deavoured to detain her below. This confirmed 
her agonizing suspicions. She burst from them, 
rushed up stairs with frantic haste to the ward 
occupied by her son, and found him stretched 
there — a corpse ! 

A few days after the funeral — it wfts a cold, 
damp, cheerless afternoon— I bent my steps 
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towards the house of mourning. I dreaded the 
visit ; for I knew the strong feelings and ardent 
temperament of the sufferer, and on such dis- 
positions the effects of grief are far more violent 
than on quieter spirits. Besides, in those who 
have themselves once deeply suffered, there is 
always a shrinking from witnessing the pangs 
of others. * The sight of others' woe ' re-opens 
every wound in the heart, and old sorrows, that 
time has comparatively healed over, bleed 
afresh. 

The door of the cabin was closed ; I pushed 
it open, 2ind there she stood, the bereaved mo- 
ther by the fireless hearth. I shall never forget 
her, as she looked at that moment — ^such a pic- 
ture of wretchedness ! A few days of sorrow 
seemed to have done the work of years on her 
shrivelled haggard face and shrunken form. 
Her lips had that dragged writhing appearance 
which is produced by bodily torture ; her fore- 
head was drawn up, and her eyes — oh ! what 
despair was in them ! Her dress, always so 
neatly arranged, was soiled and in disorder ; 
the little room neglected, and the dresser 
— the pride of the Irish cabin, was covered 
with dust. 

Her first burst of agony on seeing me was so 
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dreadful that it was with the utmost difficulty I 
could control my feelings, — ^grief is sadly infec- 
tious. She was so hoarse that I could hardly 
hear what she said, and this I attributed to her 
having cried so much at the funeral; but a 
neighbour, who was with her, told me that the 
day the young man's body was brought home to 
be waked was one of unceasing rain ; it fell in 
such torrents that the poor creature, fearing the 
wet would penetrate into the coffin, stretched 
herself upon it, and there she lay during the 
long drive of several miles in ah open car. Her 
clothes were, of course, completely soaked 
through, and she was so absorbed in her grief 
that she did not take them off for two days, 
until the funeral was over. 

Bitter as were the widow L 's lamenta- 
tions for the loss of her son, they were nothing 
compared to her agony about his soul. 

It seems he had expired quite suddenly, and 
without there being time to send for a priest. 
This was a fatal omission in the eyes of those 
who attribute such important effects to the 
sacrament of extreme unction.* ^ Happy the 

' ' D^mande. — Que^st-ce que Pextidme onction? 
I^pon8e.~C'e8t le dernier aacrement qu'on donne aux maladea 
qui sont en danger de mort* 

T 
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Christian who is taught to look up to the great 
High Priest} and anchor his hopes on the Rock 
of ages, instead of putting his trust in man^ 
whose breath is in his nostrils ! Never did I so 
forcibly feel this as when I saw the misery of the 

poor widow L . 

^ And to think of his dying as he did,' she 
exclaimed, wringing her hands, * dying there, 
without a priest, like a cow, or a horse, or a 
beast that has no soul, by the road side ! Oh, 
but I*m afraid 'tis bad with him now on the 
'count of it. I gave away his clothes for the 
good of his soul the day he was buried, and if I 
had to part with every thing I have in the wide 
world,' she said, looking round at the furniture 
of the little cabin, * I'd do it to have masses said 
for him while I have a penny left, O Tom, 
Tom agra,' she exclaimed with another burst of 
anguish, ' 'tis you that have left me lone and 
desolate this day. O what will I do without 

D. — Quels sont lea effete de ce sacrement ? 

R. — I. II donne la gr&ce k celui qui le revolt dignement. 2. II 
efface les pech^s qui restent, c''est-a-dire, ou qu'on a commis depuis 
la demiere confession, ou qu^on a oubli^ en se confessant. 3. II 
donne du courage et de la force k Viaae pour supporter patiemment 
la violence du mal, et pour r^sister aux tentations du d^mon, en ce 
dernier moment de la vie. 4. II donne aussi la sant^ da corpi 
lors seulement que Dieu pr^voit quHl doit dtre utile au salat de 
Tame.^ — Cateckisme Theologiqtte des Jesuiies, 
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you at all, aragel ! I havn't a friend in the wide 
world now to look at me, or to care for me, or 
to wet my lips with a drop of water when they'll 
be parched with the drought of death. O Tom, 
my son ! why did you go from me, and leave 
your old mother alone in the wide world.' 

I tried to persuade her that she was not so 
lone or unpitied as she imagined, and told her 
of the Friend who sticketh closer than a brother, 
and who is afflicted in all our afflictions. She 
scarcely heeded my words ; so absorbed in grief 
that she did not even wipe away the tears that 
were silently dripping down and fell unnoticed 
on her neckerchief. 

I made another effort to engage her atten- 
tion, and told, as simply as I could, the story of 
the woman of Nain. It had an instantaneous 
effect. The poor creature dropped on her knees, 
and holding up her hands high over her head 
uttered a fervent ejaculation in Irish. It was 
most affecting to see her, and I shall never forget 
the expression of her hollow eyes as they were 
raised to heaven. When I could sufflciently 
command my voice, I made some more observa- 
tions about a future state and the way of salva- 
tion through the Saviour, adding * You know 
this, don't you ? * 

T 2 
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' A' how would I know any thing about them 
things ? sure I don't know — God help me ! * was 
her reply ; and there was something so mourn- 
ful, so hopeless in the tone with which it was 
said, that it went to my very heart. 

The mention of a future state had roused up 
again all the poor woman's agony about the 
safety of her son. 

^ Oh/ she exclaimed, ^ I think if he had only 
had the priest with him, I'd have been content 
— ^I wouldn't have cried a tear. But sure now 
I don't know where he's gone. There was one 
thing about him, may be 'twas a good sign ; he 
had the most beautiful smile upon his mouth, 
when he was dead, and his face, when he was 
lying stretched, was like an angel's in heaven. 
I hope,' she added eagerly, ^ I hope that was a 
good sign.' 

Alas ! how sad it was to see this sorrowing 
creature clinging with such tenacity to a broken 
reed of hope like this, instead of being able to 
trust in the certainty of a joyful resurrection, 
through the merits of Jesus Christ applied by 
&ith to the believing soul. 

I promised to come soon again, and to bring 
with me a book which, if my poor friend would 
listen to, would give her much comfort; and 
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then I took my leave. My heart was wrung as 
I turned away from her door, and left her there 
so comfortless — ^in such a dark and hopeless 
state, overshadowed by the double night of 
ignorance and grief. 



CHAPTER XX. 

THS EVILS OP PROCRASTINATION.— VISITS TO THE WIDOW L— . 

Every day's experience in the common con- 
cerns of life proves the great importance of 
seizing the present moment. How much more 
is this the case with regard to spiritual matters, 
where hy the delay even of a day an immortal 
soul may be endangered ! An opportunity lost 
may never occur again : life is uncertain, and 
there is no repentance in the grave — that once 
closed, all is over ! 

The enemy of our souls knows this, and full 
well does he act upon and take advantage of it. 
We may often distinctly trace his efforts to 
retain a victim within his grasp in the stum- 
bling-blocks he throws in the way of an indi- 
vidual's spiritual improvement; the thousand 
seemingly trifling hindrances that rise up ; the 
spirit of procrastination and indolence ; or the 
struggles of unbelief which, when we have de- 
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vised any plan of usefulness, cause us to de- 
spond and be discouraged — to exclaim with the^ 
slothful man in the Proverbs, " there is a lion 
without." 

The difficulties that presented themselves 
against the fulfilment of my promise to read the 
Bible for the afflicted widow L— — , were so 
hydra-headed, that I was almost tempted to 
give up the task as hopeless. First, her know- 
ledge of English was so imperfect, that even in 
speaking of every -day business, it was generally 
necessary to repeat a sentence twice over : how 
then was it possible she could be made to 
understand a difficult and new subject, when 
the very words in which it would be attempted 
to be explained, presented in themselves such a 
formidable stumbling-block ? 

Then I knew that to the lower orders, unused 
as they are to books, what is read is so much 
less comprehensible than anything spoken; and 
added to this, and the total ignorance of the 
poor creature, she was so overwhelmed with 
grief, and so completely absorbed in the 
thoughts of her lost son, that I despaired even 
of being able to arrest her attention, much less 
engage her interest and understanding in the 
subject. 
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Th^se doubts and fears could have been bq 
other than the suggestiim of the enemy of 
souls. He alone could so pervert the mind of 
an unworthy labourer in the Lord's vineyaid, 
as to render it forgetful of the Almighty power, 
which can perfect strength in weakness — of the 
Holy Spiritj whose influence can enable the 
poor and ignorant of this world to be often far 
wiser unto salvation than the refined and the 
learned : to lose sight, in short, of Him from 
whom alone is the preparation of the heart, and 
see only the want of ability of the humble 
instrument employed. 

These faithless and sinful misgivings kept 
me away from my poor friend for several days ; 
for, in truth, I shrank from the thoughts of 
looking upon sufferings to which there seemed 
no prospect of ministering the healing balm of 
religion. At length, however, better feelings 
prevailed, and I set out for the afflicted widow's 
cabin, resolved to make the attempt of reading 
to her, and leave the result to God* 

It was a lovely morning in spring. The sun 
was shining brightly, and the birds singing 
from every tree. The air was filled with the 
fragrant perfume of the violet and primrose, 
and all the bursting buds and blossoms of early 
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spring ; innumerable tiny flies were dancing 
and playing in the sunbeams, and the bee was 
buzzing by with its soothing industrious hiun. 
The merry voices of children at play rose from 
the fields that sloped downwards from the path, 
and the young lambs were gambolling under the 
trees and among the hillocks, in all the glee of 
newborn existence. 

All these glad sights and sounds, the bright 
sunshine and calm smiling landscape, contrasted 
painfully with the closed door and melancholy 
look of the house of mourning. Its humble 
owner was no longer standing there with smi- 
ling face, or cheerfuUy plying her spinning- 
wheel in the door-way ; all was dark and ^ent 
about the house. 

I found the bereaved mother sitting on the 
floor, cutting up potatoes for seed. It is a 
touching thing to see the poor pursuing their 
ordinary toils and avocations in the midst of 
severe affliction, denied by the pressure of their 
necessities the luxury of mdul^ their grief. 
A gleam of satisfaction lit up for a moment her 
grief-worn countenance when she saw me. ' Ah, 
you're welcome kindly,' she said, arising and 
pushing away the heap of potatoes from before 
her; and I saw the: poor woman, peering anxt 
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iously about, until her eyes rested upon the 
volume I had brought. 

It seemed indeed as though the ardent prayer 
I had sent up while crossing the threshold, that 
the Lord would open the mourner's heart to 
receive his own word, had been instantly an- 
swered. She exclaimed, ' That's the book; 
God bless it, and you for coming with it to 
me ; ' and drawing a chair for me, seated her- 
self opposite. After some conversation, I asked 
her what I should read about, expecting she 
would wish to hear something of a future state 
applicable to her lost son, concluding, of course, 
that he was uppermost in her thoughts. I was 
mistaken. ^ I'd like to know about our Sa- 
viour,' was the reply. 

The poor woman's seat was lower than mine ; 
she sat with her arms folded in her apron, and 
her earnest, intelligent eyes rivetted upon my 
face, with the most fixed and absorbed atten- 
tion. I began the first chapter of St. Luke, 
leaving out all that related to John the Baptist, 
lest the double story might embarrass her, and 
reading as slowly and distinctly as possible. 

Here I cannot help remarking upon the ex- 
ceeding plainness and simplicity of style in 
which the gospel is written : it never struck me 
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SO forcibly as on this occasion, owing, probably, 
to the great anxiety I felt that my poor hearer 
should understand what was read. 

She listened with intense interest, and seemed 
straining every nerve to catch the meaning. 
This was particularly the case whenever the 
Virgin's name was mentioned, she being, I have 
always remarked, an object of paramount vene- 
ration to the lower classes of Roman Catholics. 

The poor widow L was an example of 

this : though extremely ignorant of every thing 
relating to the Creator and Saviour, she seemed 
tolerably well acquainted with the history of 
the Virgin, and asked me very eagerly whether 
there was anything in that book about the bles- 
sed Mary carrying her son on her back into 
Egypt, away from his enemies. She told me 
that her mother was a very holy woman, and 
always wore a long string of beads hanging 
down to the ground ; that she devoted herself 
to the Virgin, and had entered a religious order 
two years before her death, all the members of 
which were entitled to be clad in the robes of 
the Virgin at the last day ! 

Before leaving, I turned to the 7th chapter 
of Revelations, and read from the ninth verse 
to the end. Her cry of delight, her earnest 
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exclamations in Irish^ the fervent and impas- 
sioned devotion of her manner and gestures, I 
can never forget : they are indescribable* 

The ice once broken, my visits to the widow's 
cabin became regular, and I laid down a little 
plan for our readings. There was a force and 
energy in her simple sayings that was most 
attractive, and the notes I took of them at 
the time, would fill a little volume. But these 
conversations owed so much of their interest to 
the manner of my poor friend, the circum- 
stances in which she was placed, and the primi- 
tive simplicity of her picturesque though lowly 
little dwelling, that I almost fear the record of 
them may seem trivial and tedious. 

One day the conversation turned on prayer. 
I asked her, what prayers she used, to whom 
she prayed, and for what? She replied, * Firsts 
I pray to God, then to the blessed Virgin, and 
then to the angels. Then as soon as I'll open 
my eyes in the morning, an' before I'll close 
them at night, I pray for the soul of my mother 
and my husband ; ' and she added, in a falter- 
ing voice, her eyes filling with tears, * to be 
sure now, I pray for my poor Tom's soul.' 

I made no comment on this reply. Perhaps 
I was wrong, but I thought that to enter upcm 
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controverted subjects^ and all at once declare 
war against the old deep-rooted habits she had 
clung to ever since her childhood would utterly 
bewilder the poor thing, and defeat my object 
of acquainting her with the simple truths of 
the gospel, and leading her to the Saviour. 
I therefore contented myself with offering up 
a silent prayer that " the word of God wliich 
is quick and powerful, and sharper than a two* 
edged sword," would gradually pierce asunder 
the veil of ignorance vrith which she was suxr 
rounded. 

We had more conversation on the nature of 
true prayer ; and I found that notwithstanding 
her erroneous views, the poor widow by no 
means went through the duty as a mere matter 
of form. ' See now. Miss Maria,' she said, in 
her usual energetic manner, laying her hand on 
my arm, ^ see now, I couldn't stretch cm that 
bed ever, nor close my eyes in sleep and quiet- 
ness, without saying my prayers — no, not if yow 
were to give me the whole world for doing iU 
But when I'll say my prayers to God, and when 
I'll ask him wid a good heart to forgive me my 
sins, and to take care of me, and when I'll just 
offer myself up to Him on my two knees-^then 
sure I may lay myself down in quietness;^ for 
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don't I know He'll have an eye over myself an' 
over the cabin till morning : and then^ at the 
flight o' nighty I'll pray to Him again, and praise 
His holy name/ 

She uttered these words with a sincerity that 
was delightful, and I was especially glad to hear 
her speak about the forgiving of her sins, for I 
had some doubts as to her convictions on that 
head. * What sins, then, do you commit,* I 
asked, ^ that you should beg for forgiveness at 
night?' 

* Ah,' she said, looking down and sighing, 
* many's the sin a body will commit — ^aye, so 
they will, unknowest to themselves at times. 
Maybe now, while I'll be sitting there forenenst 
the fire, doing nothing at all but watching the 
potatoes boiling, I'll be sinning against the great 
God in my heart ; and sure I'll not rest at night 
till I'll ask him to forgive that. Ah! 'tis a 
good thing to be praying, an' I often heard that 
very same you're after telling me now, about 
God hearing us at all times. I'm told he'll 
hear you, if you pray, an' you going along the 
road or in the fields, just every bit as well as if 
you were down upon your two knees before 
him. I like to be praying up to the great God, 
wheu I'm walking the road or across the fields.' 
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The simple but forcible language of this poor 
woman was truly instructive. I often felt, 
while listening to her, that I had gone to her 
humble cabin to teach, but would come away 
taught many a valuable lesson myself. Oh, 
how frequently were her words keen monitors 
to me ! What humbling contrasts I was forced 
to draw between her and myself ! How often 
what she said made me wince imder the sharp 
reprovings of conscience ! 

Seldom did I feel a severer pang of self- 
reproach than when she was telling me of her 
prayers for the souls of her departed relatives. 
There was this poor creature, in her igno- 
rance, praying night and morning, unweariedly 
long, long, years, for the souls of those that 
were dear to her, long after their mortal bodies 
had mouldered away into the dust ; and I, — 
with the objects of my affection living before 
me, and every day gaining increased hold upon 
my heart, — what were my pleadings before the 
throne of grace for their spiritual welfare com- 
pared to hers ? 1 too, who knew that while 
there was life only there was hope ; that as the 
tree falls so must it lie; — I who read in my 
Bible the gracious permission of God, to bring 
those I loved, in the arms of faith, and lay 
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them down at his mercy-seat ; and, more than 
this, the assured promise of Him who cannot 
lie, to hear and grant my petitions on their 
souls' behalf. 

The soothing and calming influence of the 
words of inspiration were strikingly manifest in 
the case of this afflicted sufierer. I constantly 
found her in tears, or seated over the fire 
wringing her hands, in a state of miserable 
dejection ; and I never left her without seeing 
her face beaming with hope and animation. 
Her love for the Bible, and delight with its 
contents, were very great. I have seen her 
take it up and kiss it with indescribable rever- 
ence and veneration ; and she often interrupted 
me, while I was reading, with — * That's the 
darling book — the good book — that's the book 
entirely, so it is, God bless it ! Well for them 
that can read it! ' Her bursts of feeling on this 
subject were generally in Irish, for she wanted 
words to convey her sensations in English. 

One day, after I had finished a chapter in the 
Revelations, she said, while every feature in her 
face was quivering with agitation, * To hear of 
that, opens all the veins in a body's heart. Yes, 
while I am listening, every drop of blood in my 
heart changes ; — ^it goes to and fro within me/ 
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Sometimes when I went to visit her, I found 
her so busily employed, that I used to say, 
* Though I am come to read, yet if you are 

busy' she invariably interrupted me with, 

^ the best business is to be hearkening to that 
book ; ' and threw away every thing about which 
sh« was engaged. 

The Sermon on the mount greatly delighted 
her, particularly the passage, ^^ Ask, and ye 
shall receive," &c. She laid her hands impres- 
sively on me, to arrest my attention, and then 
rising, took up her cloak from the dresser, and 
holding it out by the comers, said slowly, and 
with the greatest feeling, * See now, I'm a poor 
woman ; God has given me enough, but still 
I'm poor, and I'd rather than the full up of this 
cloak of solid gold — aye, or the full up of it 
twice over, to be able to read that book. In- 
deed, indeed, I would.' 

I thought of David's expression, in the 119th 
Psalm, " The law of thy mouth is dearer unto 
me than thousands of gold and silver," and 
secretly blessed Grod for having bestowed a por- 
tion of the same spirit on this poor creature. 
^ Yes,' she continued, with that graceful action 
which often confers such an air of natural dig- 
nity on the Irish peasant, ^ Yes, I'd rather be 

u 
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listening to that (meaning '^ Ask^ and ye shall 
receive," &c.) than if you were to give me the 
best golden guinea that ever was made. If I 
could read it myself, I'd be at it ever an' always, 
I'd be reading the livelong day — I'd never stop, 
so I wouldn't.' 

Alas ! how often is the Bible left lying ne- 
glected on its dusty self, or read as a task coldly 
and imwillingly. How languidly do our slug- 
gish souls desire the sincere milk of the word, 
instead of longing for it as ardently as the 
hungry infant seeks the nourishment that in- 
stinct teaches is needful for its growth. This 
poor peasant, with her warm and heartfelt en- 
thusiasm, might have brought many an en- 
lightened Christian to shame. She was cer- 
tainly a pattern in some respects, shining 
brightly through the mists of error and ig- 
norance. 

The great faith the widow L attached 

to the Bible, a book she had never heard of 
till within a few months, often struck me as 
extraordinary. She was always ready to give a 
preference to what was read in it, even over 
any traditions she had heard in her childhood 
from her mother, of whose sanctity as a devotee 
to the Virgin she had the highest opinion. 



VISITS TO THE WIDOW L -. 291 

Once, when we were reading the denial of 
Christ by Peter, she interrupted me to tell how 
she had heard that the first time the cock crew, 
the soldiers in the haU were displeased with the 
noise, and killed it ; they threw the body into a 
pot of boiling water, where it lay until Peter 
denied the Lord the third time, when the dead 
cock instantly sprang out of the water, and flew 
away, crowing loudly. 

* Now is that in the book ? ' she earnestly 
inquired, when she had related the tradition. 
I simply replied, * Ne : there is nothing more 
than what I have read to you.' Upon which 
she gave up her version of the story at once, 
saying, with a toss of her head, * Oh then I 
suppose that about the pot of boiling water was 
not true; only stories of the old people that 
they used just to be telling in Irish to one 
another.' 

Another time a chapter in the Bible was the 
cause of making the poor woman renounce a 
practice held sacred by the lower orders from 
time immemorial, that of going to weep over the 
graves of their departed friends, whenever a 
funeral occurs in the church-yard where they lie. 

This day I found her unsually depressed, and 
on inquiring the cause, heard that a death had 

u 2 
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occurred in the neighbourhood, and that she 
was going to attend the funeral, and cry over 
the grave of her son. On these occasions it 
often happens that a woman, even in the case 
of a friend long since dead, wiU abandon herself 
to such immoderate grief as to be removed from 
the grave in a state of complete exhaustion. 

Such a trial for the poor bereaved mother, 
while her sorrow was so fresh and poignant, was 
much to be dreaded : but to think of arguing 
against such an invariable and deep-rooted cus- 
tom seemed quite hopeless. Nothing was said, 
therefore, to her on the subject. I turned to 
the 11th of St. John, and the beautiful narrative 
of the raising of Lazarus soon engrossed her 
attention, and yielded that comfort which this 
touching chapter never fails to afford to every 
mourner. When I had finished, I read over 
again the 31st and 32nd verses, and laying down 
the book, added, 

^ You see Mary did not go to the grave as 
was supposed — she went to throw herself at her 
Saviour's feet. Here is a lesson for us when we 
lose a friend ; not to go weeping and wailing 
over the poor lifeless body, which can do it no 
good, and does ourselves great harm ; but like 
Mary to go to the Lord Jesus Christ, who can 
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comfort our afflicted hearts, and save our immor- 
tal souls.' 

She kept her head buried in her aprcm for a 
moment, as if revolving something in her mind, 
and then exclaimed, with her usual energy, 
*No, I'll not go to the grave — I'll never go 
there again. No, Tom agra, your poor mother 
will never go nor cry a tear over your cold 
grave, where you're lying ; she'll go to Himself, 
the Saviour of the world.' 



CHAPTER XXI. 

VISITS TO THE WIDOW L- CONCLUDEB. 

Notwithstanding all the encouragements I 
have described, it was, however, sometimes very 
slow work indeed endeavouring to make my 

poor friend, the widow L , understand what 

was read to her. I had to interrupt myself con- 
stantly, to explain not only things, but words — 
the simplest were often wholly unintelligible. 
Many were the homely illustrations and fami- 
liar similes that were pressed into the service, in 
the attempt to * make her sinsible,' as she said 
herself, of the meaning ; but often after a mar- 
vellous expenditure of time and breath, her 
eager countenance looked as embarrassed and 
as far from comprehension as ever. 

One morning, after we had done reading, I 
proposed that we should kneel down and pray 
to God for a blessing upon his word ; she in- 
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stantly assented with joyful alacrity, and push- 
ing away the chair on which she was sitting, 
flung herself down on her knees. I paused for 
a moment, revolving in my mind the simplest 
and plainest words I could think of, to suit her 
comprehension ; and had just begun, when, to 
my dismay, I heard her gabbHng away in Irish 
as fast and as vehemently as possible, beating 
her breast and rocking herself backwards and 
forwards at the same time. I was quite puz- 
zled what to do, but did not interrupt her. 
When I rose she did so likewise, and said, * I 
didn't get more than five Aves done, but I sup- 
pose you said more, as they're said quicker 
may-be in English.' 

The next day I asked her to oblige me by 
just putting her beads in her pocket for a few- 
moments and listening to me while we knelt 
down. She did so, and joined in prayer with 
great devotion, exclaiming every now and then, 
with deep feeling, * Amen ! Amen to that ! ' 
The beads and the aves were never returned to 
afterwards. 

How many happy hours I passed in that poor 
cabin ! It was a small place — the whole house 
consisting of a single little room, about fourteen 
feet by twelve. One end was almost entirely 
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occupied by the wide open fire-place, and oppo- 
site it, on the other» was a bedstead with a large 
wooden top. 

This article of furniture had been long an 
object of ambition with the widow L— • ; she 
had been laying by money for many mcmths, 
and at last bought it while her son was in the 
hospital. The day it was put up we happened 
to call in to inquire for the young man ; she 
shewed us her new treasure with the utmost 
pride, and was looking forward with delight to 
the pleasure of ' surprising Tom with it when 
he came home.' Poor thing ! she little thoi^ht 
then that his lifeless body would be all that was 
brought back to lay on that bed. The dresser, 
a chest, a little deal table, and two rush-bot- 
tomed chairs composed the rest of the simple 
furniture of the cabin. 

In one corner, next the chimney, was a bundle 
of straw, where the pig — ^always a personage of 
much respect in an Irish cabin — enjoyed his 
nightly repose ; and over this was a rude wooden 
shelf for the hens to roost upon. The oppo- 
site comer to that belonging to the pig was 
occupied by a goose which was, at the time I 
began my visits, sitting on a large clutch of eggs. 
Many a time and oft did the said goose sorely 
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try my temper. Sometimes, when I was ex- 
erting all my energies in endeavouring to explain 
some unusually abstruse word, the poor bird 
would take it into it's wise head to get fidgetty 
on the nest, and after much rustling and sundry 
vocal demonstrations of its wishes, would sud- 
denly effect its heavy descent therefrom. As 
it waddled to the door it was generally attended 
by two cur dogs, whose sudden appearance was 
rather startling; for they always lay so close 
in to the fire that they were covered with the 
turf-ashes, so as to make them look like small 
heaps of the same. 

We were hardly re-seated after this inter- 
ruption of letting out the goose and her com- 
panions, and I fairly embarked again in my 
explanations, when the provoking bird was 
heard outside the door, clamouring for re-ad- 
mittance. Though she interrupted us so often 
thus unseasonably, I could not help being touch- 
ed by the imtiring and unwearied patience of the 
poor creature, sitting there day after day and 
week after week on a hot nest in that dark corner. 

There were many interruptions to contend 
with besides that caused by the poor goose : 
and none can imagine how trying these were, 
who do not know the difficulty of making one 
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like my humble hearer, with her imperfect 
knowledge of English, understand what was 
read. The slightest thing would confuse her 
and interrupt all. Several of the neighbour- 
ing women wished to join our readings, and the 
increase of numbers made quiet more difficult 
to attain. Their children would often come on 
messages to them, and every knock at the door 
was sure to be answered by the sharp simul- 
toneous barking of the two curs in the ashes ; 
much kicking and beating were required before 
these could be persuaded into silence. There 
was one of the little dogs, however, which I 

remarked the widow L never struck. 

When it was troublesome she would take it up 
in her lap, and put her apron over its head to 
keep it quiet, and I often saw her look at it 
with sorrowful tenderness, and then kiss it 
with a heavy sigh. It was her poor son's dog. 
The anxiety of the good woman that others 
should be sharers of the benefit of hearing the 
Bible she prized so much herself, was very 
great. One day a girl was going out of the 
house when I went in. She stopped her, and 
laying her hand on the girl's shoulder, looked 
her earnestly in the face and said, * Biddy, 
would'nt you like to hear the word of God ? * 
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The young woman pleaded her untidyness, 
saying, * I'd be ashamed to go before the lady 
in such clothes as these/ * Ah ! never waste 
a thought about your rags/ exclaimed the 
other, with a gesture of impatience ; * sure 'tis 
little matter about the poor body : 'tis the soul 
that book will do the good to.' 

Another day it began to rain after I arrived 
at the cabin, which caused several people to 
come crowding in for shelter. When she saw 
them she gave me a look of the most trium- 
phant exultation, and instantly busied herself 
in getting all the chairs she could borrow, and 
setting tubs, sods of turf, and whatever else 
she could lay hold of for them to sit on. Per- 
ceiving that I hesitated to begin, for I felt 
rather confused before so many strangers, she 
said, in the most imploring tone, * Ah thin. 
Miss Maria dear, sure now you won't give us 
any delay — the rain will be over in no time.' 

I immediately opened the book, and read 
two chapters in St. John, and her favourite 
passages in the Revelation, while she was seated 
crouching at my feet on the mud floor; her 
figure half raised up, her eyes rivetted on me as 
usual, and her whole attitude one of rapt at- 
tention. After some time I said, * I fear you 
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will be tired in that uncomfortable position.* 
' Tired,' she exclaimed^ * I could stay kneel- 
ing upon the cold stones firom morning till 
night, down on mj two bare knees, and not be 
tired hearkening to that ! 

The selecti<His firom the Revelation used to 
excite her to an extraordinary degree : her face 
was actually lit up — ^it glowed with animation 
as she listened. She would begin an exclama- 
tion in English, and then, unable to express 
the overflowing of her feelings, would launch 
out into a long and passionate burst of Irish. 
How often I wished I could understand these 
fervent ejaculations in the bi^uage of her 
heart ! She said to me once, ^ You're young, 
and well in the world, and there's riches and 
grandeur on your father's floor ; but the best 
thing you have is to be able to read that book, 
about the goodness of Crod and the kingdom 
of heaven/ Another time she exclaimed, after 
I had been reading the account of the cruci- 
fixion, ^ God bless your two eyes that read 
that book. I think the light of heaven shines 
out of them while they're looking down upon 
the blessed letters that's in it/ 

Her love to the Saviour was great : it i;^as 
evidently increasing, and often caused me to 
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glorify God, who had vouchsafed to shed it 
abroad in her heart by his divine Spirit. 

A heavy summer shower came down one mor- 
ning as I was on my way to her, so that when I 
arrived I was very wet, and out of breath from 
running. She began to wipe my dress, and held 
it to the fire to dry with many lamentations. * You 
get great trouble by coming to us,' she said : 
* may the Lord reward you for leaving the 
great house and bringing that book here to 
read, in the rain.' 

* Our divine Master,' I replied, * left the 
joys of heaven, and the glories of his Father's 
house, to go through this world of sorrow 
teaching and instructing the ignorant : he was 
always going about doing good. He suffered 
thirst and weariness — he knew not where to lay 
his head, and often had not time so much as to 
eat bread. He gave himself up to shame and 
spitting, and at last ended his life of toil in 
dreadful agonies. Ah ! I fear we are all too 
much inclined to forget what He did for us. 
We are very grateful for the little kind offices 
rendered to us by our fellow creatures ; and 
particularly if the person be rich, or great, or 
above us in rank, we think we can never be 
thankftd enough for any condescension or 
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favour. If we were only to consider what the 
King of kings and Lord of lords has done for 
us, how we should love and serve him ! ' 

She made no reply, but wiping away the 
tears which had flowed while I was speaking, 
darted over to the head of her bed, and took 
down a small brass crucifix, bright and shining 
from careful rubbing. She gazed at it with in- 
tense devotion for a moment, and then holding 
it up to me exclaimed, ' There he is, ma'am, 
there he is ! * 

* Our Lord and Saviour is in heaven,' said 
I ; ' he has ascended up on high ; he stands on 
the right hand of God to make intercession for 
us. This is only a lifeless image of brass, — 
you surely do not pray to this ? ' 

* Oh no, she exclaimed. * God forbid ! I 
always ^ro^ up. We only have this to remind 
us of him, to keep us in mind of all he did for 
us. You have your book — this is ours, that 
can't read, God help us ! ' 

On one occasion, when we were reading in the 
8th of Matthew, the account of the tempest at sea, 
when our Lord fell asleep in the ship, I stopped 
at the 26th verse, to apply it to ourselves under 
affliction : — our want of faith, Uke that of the 
disciples, our thinking, as they did, that our 
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divine friend has forgotten us. My poor hearer 
made such an instant and beautiful application 
of the story to her own case, that 1 was de- 
lighted and surprised. 

* Ah/ she said, ^ now that was just like me, 
the very, very same — just like the men in the 
ship. When I went into the hospital, and saw 
my child stretched there before me, I said to 
myself, * Sure an' sure, God did'nt know that 
I was trusting to this only boy, or he never 
would have taken him away from me, and left 
me all alone in the wide world.' That was the 
very word I said about God, an' I looking at 
my poor Tom, stretched and stiff before me.' 
She paused for a moment, and then lifting up 
her hands and eyes, exclaimed in the most fer- 
vent way, * God forgive me — 'twas very wrong. 
God forgive me for misdoubting him ! * The 
tone of her voice was very touching. In a 
moment more she added, * I would'nt say that 
now: I hope he'll forgive me. 'Twas forced 
from me in spite of myself, when my heart was 
so bitter.' 

The afflicted mother, in speaking of her son, 
often made use of what struck me as a very 
affecting expression of resignation ; * I make my 
child,' she said, * a present to God every night.' 
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It is almost time to put an end to these pro- 
tracted and^ I fear, egotistical reminiscences of 
my conversations with the poor widow L — : 
they must doubtless seem tedious to those who 
have not the association of her ardent enthu- 
siasm to give them an interest. I shall con- 
clude them with one more extract from my notes. 

We were speaking of her favourite subject — 
a Aiture state, and the blessed hopes of salva- 
tion through Christ. ^ It is delightful to have 
such a sure hope to rest upon as this/ I ob- 
served, for we know we must die ; and if we 
had no idea what was to become of us, and 
whom we were to look to, we should be misera- 
ble indeed.' 

* Oh, yes,' she replied, * we know, as sure as 
we're sitting here, that we must part this 
world ; and,' she added with a shudder, ' we 
know there's the terrible fire before us that we 
must all pass through. But I hope when that's 
over, the Lord will take us to where you were 
reading about.' 

' What fire is that ? ' I asked. 

* The fire of purgatory, sure,' she said ; utter- 
ing the words very quickly through her closed 
teeth, and turning away her head with a gesture 
of fear. 
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* Now/ I said, * you have been listening to 
this book — the word of God, a long time ; you 
have heard a great deal of it : Did you ever 
hear anything about purgatory in it ? ' 

* No,' she replied ; * and I often wondered, 
though I was shy to say anything about it — I 
often wondered it wasn't there. Maybe,' 
she continued, looking very earnestly at me, 
while an expression of hope lit up, the "^poor 
creature's countenance, * maybe there isn't such 
a place at all, as the word of God says nothing 
about it.' 

It may well be imagined what music this was 
to my ears, and how thankful I felt that the 
Holy Spirit's teaching had enabled her to come 
to this conclusion, without my forcing it upon 
her imwilling belief. It was an important 
opening : how I longed that the subject were in 
the hands of one more skilful to make use of it 
than myself! How ardently at that moment I 
prayed for assistance to enable me to do so ! 
I read to her the parable of the rich man and 
Lazarus, and then turned to the story of the 
penitent thief, and our Saviour's dying expres- 
sion, " It is finished." The latter seemed espe- 
cially to strike my poor friend. 

* Indeed now, I remember well your ex- 

X 
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plaining and laying that out to me once before/ 
she saidy ^ about every thing being finished, 
and nothing left to the poor sinner to undergo 
at all. That very word struck me greatly at 
the time.* 

She remained silent for some moments, with 
her eyes cast down. I watched the working of 
her features, and listened anxiously for the 
first word. 

' Well/ she said, at length raising her head, 
* Well now, I'm^ure, the "whole of it is this — 
Them that will throw themselves entirely up 
upon Him hell surely and certainly save.' 

The accompanying gesture of the hands with 
which the expressive and, I thought, beautiful 
phrase — * Throw themselves entirely up upon 
him,' was uttered, is indescribable : so is the 
thrill of heart-felt joy with which I heard it. 
At that moment all my hopes and wishes for 
my humble friend seemed realized. 



THE END. 
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